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lt Tickles Your Mental 
Palate ! 


ry you ever stop to think that it is as impor- 
tant to have attractive, nutritious, and pala- 
table food for the mind as it is for the stomach? 


LESLIE’S each week supplies you with a 
tempting menu of mental food—fresh, timely, 
constructive, stimulating, entertaining, informative 

a well-balanced ration of reading that appeals to 
a wide variety of tastes. 

LESLIE’S roster of contributors contains the 
names of some of the ablest and most popular 
writers and artists in the United States. Each 
week it is filled with the kind of articles you /ike 
to read and the kind of pictures you like to see. 

LESLIE’S slogan is: “BETTER EACH 
WEEK,” and in keeping with this policy its new 
management is preparing a number of striking 
new features for its constantly increasing army of 
readers. Watch for them! 

LESLIE’S is the oldest, and aims to be the 
best, illustrated weekly newspaper in the United 
States. Its growing popularity can be summed up 
in three words: 


It Is Interesting! 
Get Leslie's Now and Every Week from 


your newsdealer 
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Drawn by S. D. Runyon. 
BETTY’S FIRST SEA-BREEZE—‘“ WHERE DOES IT COME FROM, MOTHER, I DON’T SEE ANY TREES?” 





Decorations by HERMAN PALMER and WILFRED JONES 
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awn by Orson Lowel 


“So y’ AIN’T TRAVELLIN’ WITH HIM NO MORE? I HEARD Y’ BROKE 


IT OFF AND CANNED HIM.” 


“I CERT’N’y DID! GEE, BUT HE’S THE FRESH GuY! Wuy, MY 
GAWD, BEFORE WE'D BEEN ENGAGED A WEEK HE WANTED ME TO LET 
HIM SEE ME EARS!” 
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Beulah, the Beautiful Boot-Legger 


By GeLetr BuRGEss 


Author of “The Purple Cow,’ “Goops and How to Be Them,” “Are You a 
Bromide?” Ete. 


head looked like one of those carved in Cuba from a cocoanut, or of a 

wax doll found in the ruins of some terrible fire. But if Beulah, like 

the ostrich, ever hid that head in the sand, the casual tourist, noticing 
the rest of her, would have said, “Look—how lovely!” 

Unlike the ostrich’s, however, Beulah’s homely head held brains. She knew, 
therefore, that, however marvelous her figure might be, it was of little use to 
her unless she were decapitated, and a new top sewed on. Eut at present that 
seemed impossible. Even if she had the courage to sub- 
mit to the operation, where would she get a new head? 
People simply hung onto theirs, no matter how much you 
offered for them. 

The consequence was that Beulah made no special 
hit with the men. At dances, her brother Ben parked 
her under a palm, and there she remained while the 
other girls danced themselves to a frazzle, only stopping 
occasionally to ask Beulah to hold their tulle scarves. 
No one ever called on Beulah, except girls who wanted to 
tell her how they got engaged, or divorced, or What the 
Baby Said. Ben’s friends she met, sometimes, but they 
always had to be getting home for a hard day, to- 
morrow. In fact, so far as men were concerned, Beulah 
Bodkin was invisible to the naked eye. 

And then came Prohibition; and everybody began 
to drink. People who had never known what kind of a 


(he Northern extremity of Beulah Bodkin was far, far from beautiful. Her 


“BEULAH MADE NO SPECIAL HIT cocktail had a cherry and which one 


WITH THE MEN,” 


an olive, began to carry it round on 
the hip. Sour smelling messes were 
concocted in every kitchen, and bottles were exploding in 
every ice chest. 

Ben Bodkin was appointed an Internal Revenue Agent. 

There were more men calling at the house after that, 
Beulah noticed. Men even spoke to her—smiled—stayed 
‘round a while to talk—asked her if she weren’t lonely—and 
how’d she like to run out and get a huckleberry sundae? Men 
she met on the street whispered to friends and introduced 
them to her. Why, there was more laughter in her life in a 
week than there had been in her whole thirty-eight years of 
existence. 

How did it happen? Every night Beulah looked at her- 
self in the glass and wondered. Had that bottle of Odalisque 
Beautifier done it all? Was it the adjustable eyelashes she 
had been wearing? The new bridge-work in her mouth? 
She couldn’t see much difference—she seemed to be the same 
old gargoyle—but then, there was no doubt about it, she 
certainly was getting popular. (Continued on next page). 


“AND THEN CAME 
PROHIBITION ; AND 
EVERYBODY BEGAN 
TO DRINK.” 




















Men came—and still more men. 
Ben often invited them down into 
the cellar, telling his sister that he 
wanted to show them some new gym- 
nastic exercises—funny ones, evi- 
dently, for they roared, down there, 
and came up very happy. One of 
them, one night, even tried to kiss 
Beulah! She dreamed of him. 

And one night, when Ben was off 
on one of his business trips, Beulah 
had a caller—all her own! Mr. 
Boomer was so friendly she was al- 
most frightened. 

“Awfully hot, isn’t it?” he said, 
finally. “Makes a fellow thirsty.” 

Beulah cheerfully offered to make 
him some lemonade, but it seemed 
that lemonade didn’t agree with 
Boomer. The fact was he had a 
slight indigestion. She hadn’t—er— 
hadn’t anything—whisky or any- 
thing, had she? 

Beulah didn’t know; but Boomer, 
very much at home, now, said he’d 
just go down into the cellar and look. 
When he returned, he was quite re- 
covered. Beulah thought his hip 
bulged a little, but it meant nothing 
to her. She was getting used to 
being kissed, now, and liked it. 

















Drawn by W. G. Farr. 
Parent Monk—YES, ROLLO, DEAR, THOSE FOLKS ARE OUR DESCENDANTS, 
SELF JUST HOW FAR SOME OF THEM HAVE DESCENDED. 


“Oh,” said Boomer, when at last he 
left, hilariously, “say, give Ben this 
ten dollars I owe him, will you? May 
I call again?” 

Now when a man enters his club 
with that cheerful expression of 
Boomer’s, his fellow-members seldom 
let him rest till they find out where 
he got it. And so, before long, 
Beulah found herself entertaining so 
many interesting men that she was 
expecting a proposal any evening. 
Much singing, much’ uproarious 
laughter, and Beulah, at the piano, 
never noticed how often those on the 
edges of the group occasionally dis- 
appeared for a while, and then took 
the places of the others, to give them 
a chance. But what a money-lender 
3en must be! Why, sometimes 
Beulah had fifty or sixty dollars given 
her to pay him! 

One day Ben informed her that 
they were going to move to a larger 
house. He had made, he said, $50,000 
in the last six months, and Beulah 
could have all the new dresses she 
wanted. It locked as if she might 
even get married, some day. Beulah 


was surprised that more men didn’t 
go into the Internal Revenue busi- 
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Drawn by NORMAN ANTHONY. 

AND IT WAS ONLY THE DAY BEFORE THAT 
HE TAUGHT HER HOW TO SWIM! 


ness. But it took brains, Ben said. 
Brains and a good agent. He had a 
fine one, but couldn’t mention names. 

“Wouldn’t you like to go to a show 
to-night?” a handsome young aristo- 
crat asked her, next day. Beulah 
went. And as they were 
motoring home, he said, cas- 
ually, “Say, Beulah, give 
Ben this $40 will you, and 
tell him that I’m expecting 
my friend Bacardi next 
week. Don’t forget the 
name!” 

Beulah next went to an ex- 
clusive Country Club dance, 
in a $780 gown, with a 
wealthy banker. And there 
she had so many messages 
for Ben that she had to 
write them down. The 
banker owed Ben $125, and 
wanted Ben to remember t' c 
Old Hermitage. A _ prom- 
inent clergyman wanted Ben 
to be sure that Old Tom 
called next Tuesday, if pos- 
sible, and gave Beulah more 
money. A big business man 
told her to let Ben know that 
he proposed to engineer a 
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deal with Haig & Haig in 
which Ben might be inter- 
ested, and here was his check 
for those Three Stars Ben 
lent him, last week. 
Invitations came to Beulah 
fast and furious. Every 
night she had a charming, 
but thirsty escort, every 
night a little message for 
Ben. Ben was away much 
of the time, now; but he 
phoned Beulah that he was 
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YOU CAN SEE FOR YOUR- 


getting a corner in tomato 
catsup, and would be sending 
along some from time to 
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time. He was going to store it and 
hold it for a rise in price. At pres- 
ent it was selling for $14 asked, $12 
bid. 

And then, just as Beulah was get- 
ting to be the most popular girl in 
town, Ben fell into a sewer and his 
body was never recovered. 

The big new house was all that 
was left to Beulah. Ben’s $50,000 
was all gone—on dresses and hats and 
tomato catsup. How foolish he had 
been to try to speculate like that! 
Why, when Beulah went to the groc- 
ery store and tried to sell it for $14 
a bottle, they simply laughed. They 
didn’t even ask to see a sample. 

And then, the men gradually 
stopped coming to see Beulah. A few 
had wandered down into the cellar, 
and found nothing but empty bot- 
tles. Beulah had stored those hun- 
dred foolish cases of catsup in the 
garage. No more was she invited to 
dances or house parties, no more trips 
on private yachts. 

For a while, though, Beulah did 
have some little success. It was 
when women’s skirts first began to 
go up. At the beginning you re- 
member, men went nearly as crazy 
about stockings as they did over 
home-brew hootch, and _ Beulah’s 
lovely limbs made her a temporary 
fascination. 3eautiful bow-legged 
girls were passed by without a 
glance. Girls even had their legs 
operated on—broken and _ straight- 
ened, but not even then could they 
compete with Beulah’s lower twes. 
But alas, one soon gets tired of every- 
thing, even bigamy. And men who 
had gazed in rapture at Beulah’s 
calves, once more began to think of 
higher things, and look upward—and 
encounter Beulah’s nightmare face. 
Looked, and faded gently, silently 
away. No more did she hear talk of 


Drawn byw CuHaries L. GOELLER. 


IF THEY’D HAD THE MODERN DANCES IN 
GRANDMOTHER’S TIME. 
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Drawn by Vaux Wiuson + A. C. 
“IT PASS THAT SAME COUPLE EVERY NIGHT, OR ANYWAY IT’S THE SAME GIRL.” 


Ben’s mysterious friends, Tom and 
Jerry. No more were twenty dollar 
bills forced into her beaded bag. 
Beulah, nowadays, dined alone, with 
her beautiful legs, and wondered Why 
—oh, Why? 

Till one day—Mr. Boomer, who 
had never heard of Ben’s demise, did 
call. For a while he was cheerful, 
but the sad news shocked him. Yes, 
he would miss good old Ben—and 
Ben’s friend Gordon. Unnerved, he 
arcse to go. 

“T wish you’d give me your advice 
about something,” said Beulah, at the 
door, as her last white hope faded. 
“It’s about a whole lot of Tomato 
Catsup Ben invested in, before he 
died—or was drowned, or whatever 
it was—” 

“Tomato Catsup?” Boomer had 
come right back into the sitting room. 
His arm was about her. “What d’you 
mean, Tomato Catsup? What kind?” 


- 
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“Why, it’s funny, but it’s marked 
Black and White—I opened one bot- 
tle—I’m afraid poor Ben was cheated, 
and—” 

“Where is it?” Mr. Boomer de- 
manded, with an unsteady voice. 

“It’s in the garage—I was going 
te throw it away, but—” 

Mr. Boomer’s arm closed tightlier 
about Beulah, but he didn’t look at 
her. He didn’t dare to. He needed 
all his courage. 

“Beulah,” said Boomer, looking at 
the clock behind her back, “I love 
you. Fiercely. I want to marry you. 
I must marry you. To-morrow!” 

‘ % a % + x * oa 

Mrs. Boomer is happy, now—fairly 
happy. But she can’t understand 
why her husband spends so much 
time in the garage. Yet though he 
apparently works so hard there, he 
always comes in cheerful and con- 
tented. 








The Hoodlum 


By ANTHONY EUWER 


HAT’S a New York 
Hoodlum? I'll tell you. 
When you awake with a start 
any time after twelve-thirty 
P.M. because a wild yell is 
wafted up from the street be- 
low—giving you a good hour 
before you can get to sleep 
again—that fellow’s a Hood- 
lum. 

When you're almost knocked 
over as you are getting out 
of the subway by the chap 
who wants to get in before 
anybody else—who slides into 
your seat when you’ve gotten 
up to give it to another—who 
sticks his feet all over the aisle 

















—who when he has to stand, 
stands on your feet because 
he’s too lazy to stand on his - 
own—who would rather land in your 
l.y going around curves than hang 
on to the strap, well that fellow’s a 
Hoodlum. Two Hoodlums will en- 
tertain a whole car by punching each 
other in the ribs and grabbing hats 
—it is very amusing—to them. 

He is usually an inhabitant of the 
Bronx though he has a goil who 
woiks in Joisey. He wears silk shirts 
with poiple and pink stripes, trousers 
above his shoe-tops and a short-skirt 
coat. He reads the Jcinal fer the 


Drawn by G. B. INwoop. 
“FOR HEAVEN’S SAKE, KID, GO WASH YOUR FACE!” 


moidaws, changes at the Grand Cen- 
teral, is somewhat of an athalete, 
woiks in a Garadge at a Hundred- 
and-thoity-thoid and Foist and tells 
the woild he’s some bo. 


Only One Thing 
Ham—tThere is only one thing 
the movies could offer me that would 
make me leave the legitimate stage. 
Sam—And what would they have 
tc offer you? 
Ham—A job. 


Little Light Love 


By MABEL HAUGHTON 
COLLYER 


I ITTLE LIGHT LOVE, she 
4+ may last but a day; 
When she comes, she is off 
like a breeze. 
Little Light Love but a mo- 
ment may stay— 
Evasive and always a 
tease. 
Frankly inconstant, but won- 
drously fair— 
Sweetly enchanting and 
gay. 
A wee bit of spice is bewitch- 
ingly nice, 
As truth must compel us 
to say. 





Little Light Love, she is al- 
ways a flirt; 
But harmless as whiff of 
the air. 
How can a kiss from her merry lips 
hurt? 
Why should a Truly Love care 
That butterfly wings touch the edge 
of a heart? 
There’s never a piper to pay 
When Little Light Love with the coo 
of a dove 
Just woos you and flutters away! 


Vacancies in Valhalla 
The trouble with being a hero is 
that it is not a steady job. 
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Drawn by WiLLiAM Henry MAatHews—Decorations by Wi Lrrep Jones. 


PARLOR7OLSHEVICOVITCH 


A LADY OF RUSSIA LOVED TROTSKI. 
OF HIS DOCTRINES SHE THOUGHT A WHOLE LOTSKI. 
THEY TOOK ALL BUT HER HAIR 


Af . 
f \ AND SOME LIGHT UNDERWEAR; 


Now SHE CALLS THE WHOLE SCHEME TOMMY-ROTSKI. 
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Drawn by JoHN CONACHER. 


“No, sir, I CAN’T MILK A COW OR DRIVE A CAR, AN’ I DON’T KNOW NOTHIN’ ABOUT GARDENIN’. 
YES, SIR—THANK YOU, 


BREWERY AND—WHAT'S THAT, SIR? 


Mr. 


QINCE Mr. Edison propounded his 
. “Brain Twisters for the Job 
Seeker, in eighty bursts,” landing a 
job is fast becoming a matter of en- 
durance. The lucky plodder who can 
pack around a Sears Roebuck edition 
of the Encyclopedia Britannica in his 
cerebellum is going to win, hands 
down, over the bright-eyed youth 
whose imagination is unimpeded 
and whose native intelligence net 
confused with too much knowl- 
edge. 

Remember how you went after a 
job in the good old days? The office 
boy would push a printed form at 
you, and you would pull out the old 
faithful Neversharp for the steenth 
time and answer the following simple 
questions: 

“Do you ever use 
liquors?” 

You probably wrote “No”; that 
was your cue, of course, and everyone 
understood one another. 

“How cld are you?”—and you gave 


intoxicating 


” 


sir—-I"LL START IN. 


You SEE, str, | WORKED ALL ME LIFE IN A 


Edison’s Little Joke 


By THOMAS H. GILL 


them whatever age you thought they 
might like best. 
“Where were you 


born?” You 
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Drawn by AxT HELFANT. 


Click—-WHAT DID THE DANCER HAVE ON? 
Clack—-THE EYES OF THE WOMEN, AND THE 
OPERA GLASSES OF THE MEN. 
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were present at the time, to be sure, 
and the question, vrdinarily, gave no 
trouble. 

“Married?” “No.” 

“How many children?”—and after 
a little consideration, you wrote, 
“None.” 

They were nice, friendly questions 
on those forms, easy to answer yet 
they allowed some scope for the im- 
agination. But since Mr. Edison has 
stopped playing with his talking ma- 
chine and gone to putting out real 
tricky questionnaires, well, the good 
old days are gone. 

“How deep is the ocean?” “How 
long is a piece of string?” “Who 
wrote the Soup Motif to the Slaugh- 
terhouse Symphony?” Formerly, we 
were merely ashamed that we went 
to college; now we admit it at our 
financial peril. 

Think of the fair youth who has 
crammed through four years of col- 
lege, to get a job as Assistant Traffic 
Manager of the Baptist Publishing 
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Drawn by Cuesrer |. GARDE. 


Hints to Climbers—How TO MAKE YOURSELF CONSPICUOUS—DECLINE A COCKTAIL. 


Company! And then to be con- 
fronted with a list of questions that 
makes the income tax report look 
like a page from de Maupassant. 

1. Astrologically speaking, what is 
the portent when Venus is in the 
House of Mars? 

2. With the joker wild, will five 
aces beat a straight flush? 

And so on for eighty or ninety 
such scorchers that would make the 
Wandering Jew feel like a Phila- 
delphia flapper. 

They tell me that Max 
Messergesicht, engaging —. 
manager for the “Mid- 
night Scandals,” has prof- 
ited by the example of 
the great Thomas, to pro- 
pound his own list for the 
aspiring chorus girl to an- 
swer. Glance at a few and 
then wonder why the mov- 
ies are popular. 

With what implement, 
if any, should tripe be 
eaten? 

Which is better gram- 
mar, “I seen him when he 
done it,” or “If I’d knowed 
you’d wanted to went, I'd 
came and took you?” 

Who said, “Millions for 
expense, but not one cent 
for the income tax?” 

Was Trotsky born in 
Scotland, or Wales? 

Who wrote the music to 
Einstein’s Relativity? 

If you are not a col- 
lege man, you will prob- 
ably remember what hap- 


happen to our own Thomas a Edison. 
What shall it profit a man, though 

he giveth the world electricity, yet 

taketh away all its sunshine? 


Despite Tennyson 

“Say, who was this King Co- 
phetua?” 

“Why, the king of—I forget where 
—but he married a beggar girl—a 
real beggar girl.” 

“Indeed! But, of course, the mar- 
riage was morganatic.” 





pened to Thomas a Becket. 
Well, if this mania for 
Highbrowculo Question- 
itis is not dammed at the 
source, the same fate may 
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Visitor—WHAT IS THIS ONE BABBLING ABOUT? 
Keeper—THIs 1S A SAD CASE. 


STANDARD DRESS FOR WOMEN; 
EVERY YEAR. 
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HE IMAGINES HE CAN DESIGN A 
A STYLE THAT WON’T BE CHANGED 





The Editor’s Plea 


By A. PEARL MCPHERSON 


E have to be so careful, and to 
watch our P’s and Q’s; 

In writing advertisements, and in 
giving out the news. 

All sentences must be correct, each 
word must be just right; 

A typographical mistake is cause for 
greatest fright. 


The faces of our readers now are 
growing strained and wan, 

They’re grouchy as the dickens o’er 
the least mistake they scan. 

And life is not so sunny for the 
clerks about the place. 

For everywhere around the press 
you'll find the careworn face. 


The cause of this upheaval, you wil! 
likely want to know, 

’Tis not so hard to tell you how it 
happens thus and so, 

Since JUDGE for funny breaks is pay- 
ing people everywhere; 

The force is working night and day 
to keep our columns clear. 


The Lion 


By CHARLES B. SHAW 


H® is the life of the party. That 
is to say, he is one of nature’s 
own fools. He imitates the noises of 
animals; he throws candy in the air 
and catches it on his tongue; with 
gusto he tells funny stor- 
ies, for which he has a 
prodigious memory (often 
lis stories embarrass less 
jocular mortals); he pro- 
pounds sly, unanswerable 
conundrums; his wit runs 
to the latest slang and far- 
fetched puns; with cards 
and matches he performs 
weirdly impossible tricks; 
he is affable with the men 
and he fondles the women; 
he pats his hostess on the 
knee or, carelessly yet ca- 
ressingly, smooths her 
arm. In acorner a group 
of men and women are dis- 
cussing politics, or real- 
ism, or social evolution. 
He avoids this group, and 
narrates another’ semi- 
risque story. His auditors, 
led by his own boisterous 
mirth, laugh uproariously. 
He is a social success. 


Only Human 
It is cruel to laugh at 
tragedy, but what can one 
do when he sees a New 
York taxicab driver run 
down by a car while walk- 
ing across a street? 




















Drawn by W. K. Starrett + A. C. 


The Bride (showing presents to visitor)—I THINK THIS VASE IS PERFECTLY ATROCIOUS! THE SIMPKINS SENT IT TO US. 


Visitor—I AGREE WITH YOU, DEAR. THAT’S WHY WE GAVE IT TO THE SIMPKINS LAST CHRISTMAS. THE BRADLEYS, WHO GAVE IT TO US 
THE YEAR BEFORE, HAVE NO TASTE AT ALL, 
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The Modish Maid 
By LA TOUCHE HANCOCK 


[* olden days, when she was seven- 
teen, 

She tried to battle with a crinoline, 

And, when the wind came blustering 
through the town, 

She did her very best to keep it down, 

But very often, as she crossed the 
street, 

The people saw, well something more 
than feet! 


Now that she does not wear a crino- 
line, 

A maiden’s apt to duplicate the scene, 

For with short skirts that come, cne 
sometimes sees— 

Right up to, if not just above, her 
knees— : 

lf train or car or bus she would not 
lose, 

The people see, well something more 
than shoes! 


And later on most probably she will 

Wear something more attenuated 
still, 

Or, maybe, savages will don her 
dress, 

And she their paint, and nothing 
more—or less, 

(For modish maidens don’t do things 
by halves), 

The people then will see, well, more 
than calves! 
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Drawn by R. B. FULLER. 
TOMMY’S IDEA OF ETERNAL PUNISHMENT. 


Formula 
By IRENE VAN VALKENBURG 


ss OUISE is a wonderful girl,” 
4 said the confirmed bachelor. 
“She is never silly, and her conversa- 
tion doesn’t irritate. She isn’t a hus- 
band-hunter, either. It’s a treat and 
a comfort to call on her.” 

“Rather a remarkable girl,” .the 
elderly politician agreed. “She has 
a keen brain; she understands a 


—— 


it 
j { 









man’s ambitions. I don’t believe any 
one appreciated my speech yesterday 
more than Louise.” 

A youth with very serious eyes ob- 
jected. “I don’t find her intellectual 
at all. To me she is sweetly feminine 
—only that, and that’s enough. She 
is silly at times, and it’s the lovable 
sort of silliness a man likes... . . I 
guess I’ll go to see her this evening.” 

But a quiet chap just returned 
from explorations in Africa, inter- 
vened hurriedly. “I have an engage- 
ment with her this evening, and | 
couldn’t give it up. I count a lot on 
her sympathy. It’s really the spir- 
itual qualities in Louise that make 
her companionship so dear—and so 
necessary.” 

Louise was, of course, the stupid- 
est woman in the world. Her great 
and only passion was eating. Her 
femininity, her companionship, her 
intellect, her spirituality, were ex- 
pressed in the delectable viands she 
fed to her male friends. Her sym- 
pathy and understanding and rest- 
fulness were expressed in the fact 
that she was a perfect listener 
which was natural, since she ate 
more than they did. 


And Now She Won’t Bow to Him! 


She—tThe book is perfectly horrid. 
It ought nct to be sold! 
He—How @o you know? 




















Drawn by Ex.nest Funr. 





“BUT THINGS ARE LOOKING UP JUST A LITTLE, DEAREST, AREN’T THEY?” 


“A LITTLE. UNCLE JIM’S WILL WAS LEAD THIS AFTERNOON 


AND I WON’T HAVE TO PAY ANY INHERITANCE TAX.” 
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“OH, LET NO SMILER COME TO ME, WITH WORDS 





HE optimist in sunshine goes 

all round and round the busy 

town, and when he hears of 

others’ woes he doesn’t seem a bit 
cast down. 

One day I sat beneath some trees to 
write a rondeau rich and rare, and 
fifty-seven foolish bees came up and 
stung me here and there. And when 
I teetered to my shack to find some 
ointment good and strong, to heal 
the bee stings on my back, the smiling 
geezer came along. There for an 
hour he talked to me, impressed on 
me the vital fact that it was vain to 
cuss the bee, or read the well-known 
riot act. 

Far better smile away my pain, 
and let the thought of vengeance 
pass; for shedding brine was all in 
vain, and howling put up little grass. 

He left me in a chastened mood, 
and I reflected, in my chair: “That 
gent would wipe out any feud, and 
soothe the anger of a bear. He makes 
this world a better place, he makes 
our weary lives sublime; those sunny 
smiles upon his face fetch home the 
bacon every time.” 


— 


The 





OF FORTITUDE AND CHEER, WHEN SOME Bic, }t 
THE EAR!” 


By Warr Mason 


Illustration by RALPH BARTON. 


Then came a thought that gave a 
shock, as I sat there, a ghastly 
wreck: “’Twas easy for that guy to 
talk—no bees had soaked him in the 
neck.” 

The gush of consolation flows 
whenever we sit round and groan; 
but guys who come to soothe our 
woes have seldom sorrows of their 
own. It’s easy for the active scout, 
who on athletic feet can spring, to 
come to me when I have gout, and 
tell me how to smile and sing. And 
for a moment he may ease, by means 
of glad and flaunting grins, the rheu- 
matiz that racks my knees, and sends 
pink fantods down my shins. But 
always when he goes away I see how 
hollow is his spiel, and bitter, caustic 
things I say, as I reach down to rub 
my heel. 

The man who’d make my spirit 
shine should have the gout in seven 
toes, should have a fiercer dose than 
mine—then I could shake off all my 
woes. 

When my old car has jumped 
the road and strewn my person in a 
ditch, the smiler comes to my abode 


13 


Smiler 

















BLSOTTED BEE WAS STUNG ME JUST BEHIND 


and talks to me in language rich. He 
chirps and chatters by my bed, and 
says to me, in juicy tones, “Be thank- 
ful that you are not dead, and have 
but thirty broken bones. Be thank- 
ful that you’re here to-day, to hear 
the little birdlets sing! Cheer up, be 
jubilant ard gay, let laughter make 
the welkin ring!” 

And for a moment—but no more— 
I feel as cheerful as a hen; and then 
I bid him leave my door and never 
darken it again. The happiness will 
not stay put that’s faked up by that 
jay benign; the smiler always goes 
on foot—what does he know of griefs 
like mine? 

The victim of an auto wreck might 
cheer me if he sought my door, his 
steeringwheel around his neck, and 
all his system bruised and sore. I’d 
mingle my sad tears with his; and he 
would mingle his with mine; together 
we would cry, “Gee Whiz,” and hand 
out cusswords sixty-nine. 

Oh, let no smiler come to me, with 
words of fortitude and cheer, when 
some big, fat, besotted bee has stung 
me just behind the ear! 
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Drawn by A, B. WALKE.. 


“A WIRELESS, CHIEF, FROM A CHAP NAMED COLUMBUS 


US ON FRIDAY AT NOON, IF CONVENIENT.” 


“WIRE BACK THAT I HAVE AN ENGAGEMENT AT THAT TIME AND MAKE IT MONDAY AT TEN.” 


Cans 

By KATHERINE NEGLEY 

MAN in rather worn clothing 

stepped up to the bank window; 
the teller greeted him affably and 
handed him cash for a _ thousand- 
dollar check; but the well-dressed 
men following him in line dared not 
present checks for more than fifty 
dollars. 

A widow was middle-aged, a trifle 
fat, and overdressed; yet the men of 
the party gathered around her, and 
the beautiful young girls had to con- 
tent themselves with the men who 
did not interest her. 

An old man of sixty married a 
young girl of twenty that all the 
young men in the city wanted but 
could not get. 

There was only one young man in 
a small town who was at all worth 
having, and he married the plainest 
and poorest girl of the village. 

The dunce of a school was also the 
butt of his family jokes, yet he be- 
came rich and famous while his class- 
mates and the other members of his 
family looked on in envy. 

No one could explain it until lately, 
when someone told us success comes 
in CANS and failure in CANTs. 


“Long May It Wave”’ 

The Hairdresser—Yes, I can give 
you a nice permanent wave that will 
last through your vacation and stand 
bathing. 

Harriet Huggins—I’m not so par- 
ticular about bathing, but I want a 
wave that’ll stand manhandling. 


Ain’t It Funny? 
North—I certainly held some won- 
derful poker hands last night. 
West—Win much? 
North—No; we were playing crib- 
bage 
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WHO SAYS HE WILL DISCOVER 


impersonator. 
could take you off very easily! 


What He Left 


By Epw. E. A. FRITZ 


MEAN soul there was and he 
- went the pace 
Of a grouchy man with a grouchy 
face; 
He couldn’t keep up with the human 
race— 
For reasons. 


His photo was not in the Hall of 
Fame, 
The people worth while didn’t know 
his name; 
He was dead to the world and always 
the same 
All seasons. 


One day he got sick of the world and 
died, 

His wealth was not much, he had 
never tried; 


I And all that he left for his heirs to 


divide—was 

















He—Let’s go! The earth. 
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Drawn by Don Hekoiw 


[HE MODERN AUTOMOBILE SALESROOM. 
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A ‘dummy dance-lizzard 
on the stenogs desk will 
quickly ease the post-vacation 


The bookkeeper witha large 
Strain 


amily willget intohis stride 
better if not broken away too sudden- . 
ly frotn his country Fly casting for checks will 
Loarding-hose = soon cause the Boss to 
surroundings THIK\ ; forget his vacation along 
4 the trout streams 
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The office-boys work will be happier ; The salesman who took a two weeks 
if hes permitted to play like this our will work better if allowed todo 





adding maclurne 





a in the front office this eight orten timesa day to the 








Drawn by JAMES HAMMON. 


BACK TO NORMALCY IN THE OFFICE AFTER THE VACATION SEASON. 
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Drawn from life by Leo MIELZINER 


\MONG THosr PLEASANT—JOHN GOLDEN. 


“GOLDEN HAS SNAPPED HIS FINGERS AT SUPERSTITION HE HAS SHOVED THAT OLD ADAGE ABOUT ‘LIGHTNING NEVER STRIKES TWICE 
IN THE SAME PLACE’ DOWN ITS OWN THROAT. WITH HIS JOVIAL TOUCH HE HAS CAUSED ‘LIGHTNIN’’ TO STRIKE OVER EIGHT TIMES A WEEK 
FOR THE PAST FOUR YEARS IN NEW YORK’S GAIETY ‘] HEATRE. 


(See article o opposit page.) 

















THIS PICTURE COST over%s00.000 


TEN MONTHS WERE SPENT ON To 
PRODUCTION 


600.000 FEET OF FILM YYERE SHOT 
TO GET 7450 FEET. 


8000 COJTUMES WERE USED 
2000 PEOPLE IN THE CAST 
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Drawn by Paut REILLY. 
PRESS-AGENT’S SIREN SONG. 


The 


HEN a boy makes up his mind 
W to run away from home, he 
rarely, if ever, cuts his 
breeches down behind him. This 
overt act is usually performed by the 
author of his being with beetling 
brow, ground teeth and a shingle— 
the brow and teeth working rhyth- 
mically and providing the wholly un- 
necessary driving power for the 
shingle. From that moment on, the 
boy usually stands up for home until 
he is able to be about again. 

When little John Golden ran away 
from home, he broke all records by 
breeching the distance without par- 
ental aid, either moral or financial, 
but, in that even then present fore- 
sightedness of his, he “Turned to the 
Right” and has at every turn, un- 
erringly taken the right turn. 

Since that eventful day, all records 
have fallen under the magic, Golden 
touch until we feel that if we were 
a record we wouldn’t come within a 
mile of him. 

Having thus gotten away with the 
improbable, he tackled the impossi- 
ble: Breaking into the theater with- 
out a kit of burglar’s tools or a re- 
lationship with the Shuberts. 

John Golden likes to remember that 
his first job in the theater was on the 
theater. After the fashion of the 
goose of golden egg fame (who must 
have been his god-father) he believed 
in laying golden eggs. But he also 
believed in laying bricks—not gold 
bricks but good, honest-to-straw red 
ones—and so it was that he began 
his theatric career as a bricklayer 
in the Harrigan Theater, now the 
Garrick, on Thirty-fifth Street, New 
York. 

John Golden’s golden opportunity, 
however, came to him through the 
writing of lyrics; the kind of thing 
that anybody can write with his eyes 











THE ENTRANCE.......AND.. 


By Grorce MircHeti 


shut and who usually writes them 
that way. 

A lyric is one of those strange 
ferms of literature that hit or miss 
—generally they miss. They are 
worth anywhere from a mill to a mil- 
lion—generally a mill. You shoot 
one into the air and it comes back 
not at all, or it comes back with a 
fortune hanging from it’s tail 
feathers. 

But the man who locks his faith- 
in-himself on himself and_ then 
throws away the key may order his 
niche in the Hall of Fame. 

John Golden wrote a million lyrics 
that were worth a million dollars but 
for which he received a mill. Then 
he wrote a lyric that was worth a mill 
and he won a million dollars. 

With the first royal royalty from 
“Good-bye Girls, I’m Through” he 











Drawn by M. F. SHEA. 


“Hey! Got A CIGARETTE?” 
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THE Exit. 


Golden Egg 


set up shop for himself and went into 
the producing business that has been 
so productive to not only himself but 
to all those of us who follow what 
is good in the theater. 

“Poor Butterfly” alone has enjoyed 
her poverty. It has coined so much 
money for Golden that he has long 
since been bored to death counting 
it and his bank-books comprise a 
library that need a card index. 
“Turn to the Right” has burnished 
his golden cheeks with plutocratic 
shame. The Golden Goose hangs 
high and is daily hanging higher. 

Golden has snapped his fingers at 
superstition. He has shoved that old 
adage about “lightning never strik- 
ing twice in the same place” down its 
own throat. With his jovial touch he 
has caused “Lightnin’” to strike 
over eight times a week for the past 
four years in New York’s Gaiety 
Theatre and from the looks of things 
and in spite of the tear-stained face 
of Saint Swithen, it will go on strik- 
ing as long as there is a rind on 
Bacon. 

All may not be gold that glitters 
but all glitters that is Golden. 


Curiosity 
“You are asked to act as a judge 
in a beauty contest of bathing girls. 
Will you serve?” 
“Well, I don’t know. Are we to 
judge by the face, or er—er—” ?” 


The Literalist 

Small Amelia, aged two and a half 
years, knows no fear of the dark. 

“Amelia, are you never afraid to 
sleep alone in the dark?” asked a 
visitor. 

Came Amelia’s prompt reply. “I 
don’t sleep in the dark, I sleep in my 
little white bed.” 








The Ingenue 


By CHARLES B, SHAW 


GEE is forty-six; but bobbed hair, 

skillfully applied cosmetics, and 
a modish brevity of skirt annul much 
of her actual physical age. Her seat 
in the street car is opposite mine. 
Carelessly she crosses one knee over 
the other. She is of the lank sort 
that, the more shown, the more one 
is convinced there is very little so 
proudly to display. Beguilingly, with 
the attempted naiveté of eighteen, 
she smiles at me. The smile is sug- 
gestive rather than provocative. Il 
turn back to my newspaper, seeking 
relief from the sophisticated world 
that is too much with us. I happen 
to know her son. He is a junior at 
Yale. 


A Matter of Vision 
Even a busy man can often see far 
enough through a practical joke to 
recognize the fool on the other side. 
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Drawn by Cuestes I. GARDE. 


“MOST PECULIAR KID, THIS OLDEST BOY OF 
MINE; ABSOLUTELY NO SENSE OF HUMOR.” 

“SAY, BRING HIM OUT TO THE COUNTRY 
CLUB. WE NEED CADDIES LIKE THAT.” 


Truthful 


“What did you hunt mostly while 
you were up in the North Woods?” 
“The way back to camp.” 
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Drawn by P. L. Crosay. 
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“IF YOU DARE TO HIT THAT SHIP I’LL CALL Mamma!” 
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Music 
By Gro. B. JENKINS, JR. 


‘THE golden, exquisite voice of the 
great soprano drifted from an 
open window of the huge mansion. 
Vibrant with ecstasy and longing, 
thrilling in its frantic passion, the. 
voice rose and soared, seeming like 


D a flame of melody in the moonlight. 


In the soft dusk, the girl stood 
silent, listening. The man beside her, 
tall and quiet in the darkness, under- 
stood that he should not speak. “Very 
nice,” she murmured. “Yes,” he 
agreed. 

A moment later, a rancorous noise 
burst through the same window. 
Saxophones moaned, flutes quivered, 
the demoniac thrum-thrum of a ban- 
jo, cymbals crashed, and the night 
was splintered by the noise of a jazz 
band. 

“Now, that’s music,” the girl said, 
manipulating her gum swiftly. 

“A swell tune,” her sweetheart an- 
swered heartily. “Great!” 


When Some Were the 
Same As One 


By BATTELL LOOMIS 


MAN went out walking, stalking 
and talking, 
Grinning and chinning as pleasant 
men will, 
I-e walked with a woman, blooming 
and zooming— 
Her petticoats zoomed in the wind 
from the hill— 
They talked abcut children, 
and sad ones, 
Good ones and bad ones, loud ones 
and still, 
And they almost agreed that some 
children were better than none— 
That is, he agreed to have some; 
but she 
Stood on her right to have one. 


Fa 


happy 


So it was left, the walk at an end, 
With both of them happy and gay, 
The couple dropped in to have tea 
with a friend 
And the wind went zooming away. 


Now as it happens in faery tale, a 
year sped by in zipp-lets, 
When to their surprise in compro- 
mise, 
Kind Nature presented them triplets! 


Business Sagacity 

North—You say Dobbs refused 
that $10,000 a year job in New York 
City? 

West—Yes; and why shouldn’t he? 
He went to work for a farmer at $75 
a month and room and board. He 
can save money now. 






































A Ferry Tale 
By EDWARD W. BARNARD 


NCE on a time a gentle youth 
while sailing from the Isle of 
Staten 
For e’en a busier one, forsooth 
That of the ric.. and proud Man- 
hattan, 

A damsel rescued from the rain 
With not the slightest hesitation, 
When followed—all denial’s vain!— 

A very violent flirtation. 


Thenceforth, to no one’s great sur- 
prise, 
They came ard went together 
daily ; 
He said nice things about her eyes, 
She giggled gladly, even gaily. 
She thought him grand, he thought 
her dear; 
She called him Tom, he called her 
Gertie! 
(It may be well to mention here 
He was nineteen and she was 
thirty.) 


On long engagements Gertie frowned, 
Said: “What a waste of time is 
beau time!” 
This seemed to Tommy sane and 
sound, 
So they were wed in almost no 
time. 
Now little children, sad to say, 
The sequel calls for tears, not 
laughter! 
They took a flat up Harlem way 
And lived unhappily ever after. 


Papa’s Predilection 
“The stork has brought a little 
peach !” 
Said the nurse with delighted air. 
“I’m mighty glad,” the father said, 
“That he didn’t bring a pair!” 


Absurd and True 
The nature feminine is prone 
To paradox. It’s quite a science. 
A woman cannot throw a stone, 
And yet can aiways hur! defiance. 





Drawn by SUMNER WITHERSPOON. 


A REMARKABLE BIT OF ANCIENT TAPESTRY 
UNEARTHED AMID THE CRUMBLING RUINS THAT 
MARKED THE SITE OF THE CLASSIC CITY HELL- 
OVASPOT, AND USED BY MISS PEPPERSNAPPER 
IN HER LECTURE: “MAN, THE DUMB-BELL OF 
THE AGES,” TO PROVE THAT THE PHRASE: 
“THE WEAKER SEX,” HAS ALWAYS BEEN 
MISAPPLIED. 
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Diawn by Rovest WILDER 


Mr. AND Mrs. LATESLEEPE HAVE PERFECTED AN INGENIOUS DEVICE FOR WARMING YOUNG 


LATESLEEPE’S MILK. 


New England Genealogies 
By BETH CHENEY NICHOLS 


6 Need give me a pain, many a pain. 
In my legs. 

My doctor calls them 
pains.” 

He says that they are inherited from 
my father’s side of the family. 

They had long legs— 

Or, as Mother advises, 

Limbs. 

Anyway limbs are more in keeping 
with my subject— 

Family trees. 

I wonder in what kind of soil the 
roots of our tree started. 

Father says he can trace his back to 
William, the Conqueror. 

Mother says that the roots of her 
tree are spreading all over creation. 

I wonder why she smiles. 

I don’t think much of this tree busi- 
ness. 

I love trees. 

3ut family trees— 

Bah! 

I have a Bartlett-pear tree on my 


“rrowing 
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lawn. It was grafted on to a quince 
bush many, many years ago. The 
pears have the most delicious flavor 
I ever tasted. 

I believe in grafting. 

I am going to experiment. 

Our tree, so Father says, is pure 
English. 

When I recover frem these pains 

I am going West 

And marry 

A Chicagoan. 

It will be some grafting. 

I’ll tell the world! 


The Origin 
First Ostrich—How’s feed comin’ 
these days? 
Second Ostrich—Rotten; I’m down 
to brass tacks. 


Attrition 
““A rolling stone gathers no 
moss,’” quoted Uncle Jed impres- 
sively. 
“Oh, well, it sees a bit of the world, 
and maybe gets polished up a trifle,” 
argued Algy. 
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OurR ILL-HOUSED AMBASSADORS 


of the United States of America 

is lodged above a mattress fac- 
tory. We are thus emulating the 
man who gave his wife the coal hole 
in which to keep her linen. Congress 
is practicing that restraint which 
permits every American to mind his 
own business, and is politely indif- 
ferent whether our diplomatic service 
scratches a hole for itself or builds 
a nest from the archives of the em- 
bassy. 

This bare simplicity is severely re- 
publican. It rebuffs mendicants 
abroad, deceived with tales of our 
wealth, by exhibiting our ministers 
existing on the scale of beggars. Be- 
sides, did not poor Good Man Richard 
de great work on a shoestring? 

In this era of drives the charita- 
ble would contribute to a fund for 
the relief of distressed diplomats. 
There is precedent. Charles the 
Twelfth sent his ambassadors bar- 
rels of salt fish and Frederick the 
Great told the Prussian agents to 
mend their own axletrees. We could 
send ours old pajamas for dress uni- 
forms, a portable house, and a dis- 
carded barber pole for the ensign. 
To avoid death from exposure our 
ambassadors could ask alms from the 
hospitable nations to which they are 
accredited—for the diplomatic serv- 
ice is no place for false pride. 


¢ Buencs Aires the ambassador 


THE INCOME-TAXPAYERS’ UNION 


THE idea is imported from Eng- 
land, where it is assumed that 
things are wrong until they are prov- 
en right. Our taxpayers have not 
yet realized that the contract which 
binds us to our-Government is com- 
patible with lively self-interest. But 
they will be shocked into amalgama- 
tion when the law of ostracism auto- 
matically applies to all the unor- 
ganized whose private property has 
become a public concern. 

Primarily, a government is a con- 


trivance to protect persons and pros- 
perity. Occasionally, strident states- 
men offer to promote this end by di- 
verting our resources to grand 
schemes of the helping hand. The 
recent ranting around the Norris 
bill is a feverish example. An In- 
come-Taxpayers’ Union might impel 
these querulous impatients to lie 
quiet and try to get a little sleep. 
Our people are now organized in- 
dustrially, religiously, racially, fra- 
ternally, sexually and furtively. We 
have passed three centuries remov- 
ing burdens and disabilities from 
every race, color and creed. There 
is now a tendency toward re-burden- 
ing and disabling. It does not appear 
unseemly for the income taxpayers — 
and the Liberty bondholders, too— 
to assume a prouder visage and 
throw off that hunted goat look. 


STILL LEARNING TO FIGHT 


HE last war failed to teach us 
how to wage the next one. The 
cemolition of our coast cities theoret- 
ically, ard the sinking of the Ostfries- 
land actually, stirred the professional 
warriors to debate. All that now 
appears to the naked eye is the prob- 
ability that soldiers will not be em- 
ployed in the next hey-day of Mars. 
The population must become chemists 
and machinists. The sky will spit 
death and we will burrow till the 
armistice in the tunnelled earth. 

The impulse to disarmament may 
have sprung from this meekness of 
uncertainty, or from a _ prejudice 
against extravagance, or from a 
solicitude for the Millennium. We 
must leave the choice to tim>. But 
in the meantime our talents for war 
must stagnate until we have chosen 
our tools. 

We seem to be groping like the old 
captains who were perplexed by the 
invention of gunpowder. The ex- 
perts then misdirected their specula- 
tions for several generations. At 
length a blunderbuss blew a hole 
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through the fog. Then, as now, war 
power was the test of nations. Per- 
haps, in cur own researches, if we 
cannot stow our little sisters out of 
the firing line, we and the taxpayer 
will decide that the oldest game has 
degenerated into sterile exuberance 
unfit for fine faculties. 


THE TEN COMMANDMENTS 


) New York only ten per cent. of 

the school children had been taught 
the Ten Commandments. In other 
cities the percentage of unfamiliar- 
ity is nearly as low. The investiga- 
tion disclosed a prodigious pile of in- 
definite ignorance regarding these 
rich sheaves of wisdom whose sweet- 
smelling incense perfumes our past. 

These statistics ought to include 
the prisons. Then we would be 
equipped to gauge the effect on the 
taxpayer of minds uninstructed in 
the ancient law. For Moses did not 
tcte the tables down from Ararat for 
the delectation of the constellations 
in the sky; but to light the stars 
within the hemisphere of every head, 
and tell the wobbling sons and 
daughters which way they were 
going. 

We cannot root out all crime with 
the Ten Commandments. But we can 
unwrap the perplexities which be- 
cloud criminal ideas of equity. All 
reasonable creatures seek to make life 
one long, sweet and illustrious kiss. 
The Commandments may fail to do 
it. Still, their philosophy suggests 
motives to justice, and justice adds 
lustre to pleasure. 


A PLEASANT SURPRISE PARTY 


|? is the aim of JUDGE to improve 
its quality with each succeeding 
issue. To this end we are constantly 
working, planning. We are deter- 
mined to make this publication fore- 
most in artistic appeal and textual 
interest. And so, beginning with 
the issue of September 24, we hope 
te please you with an innovation. 
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THE ARTFUL ANGLER—“That man 
is what I call a first-class fisherman,” 
remarked Farmer Corntassel. 

“But he never brings in a fish.” 

“No. But he can set down and en- 
tertain the company for hours ex- 
plaining how he happened not to 
catch anything.”—Washington Star. 


Lost Bait—Fishing hasn’t the 
kick in it that it used to have.— 
Washington Post. 


THE REASON FOR THE TRIP—‘“‘Let’s 
go fishing?” 

“Why go to all that trouble? Let’s 
stay right here and empty the bottle 
now.”—Detroit Free Press. 


HEARTLESS—“I think she’s heart- 
less.” 

“What makes you say that?” 

“She goes fishing with her husband 
and baits her own hook.”—Detroit 
Free Press. 


How THEY WERE MADE—Old Injun 
Pete up at the reservation tells me 
that one day the Great Spirit made 
all the other fishes exceptin’ the blue 
gill and sunfish. A fairy or sumpin 
comes along and sez, “O great Spirit, 
you have made many fine fishes for 
men but what are you gonna make 
for the boys?” And the Great Spirit 
smiles and sez, “‘I have saved that for 
the last.” So he takes some Minne- 
sota sunset, a chunk offn the rain- 
bow, some of the lakes deepest blue 
and a tiny piece of lightnin’, for speed 
and he mixes ’em up jest right and 
makes a blue gill and a sunfish. Of 
course I don’t know how true it is 
but it sure sounds likely enough.— 
Outers’ Recreation. 


PRIZE YARN—‘“‘While fishing in 
Salt River, recently, Joe Johnson 
caught a small fish on his hook. 





the World’s 


Thinking it would make good bait 
he left it on the hook and along came 
a sun perch and swallowed the fish. 
Thinking the perch would better his 
chances for big fish he continued fish- 
ing with the new bait and had only 
waited a few minutes until a river 
cat came along and drove the 
two fishes up on the line and was 
caught on the hook.”—Kansas City 
Star. 


Circumstantial Evidence 





Mrs. LEHMANN DOES NOT KNOW WHETHER 
HER HUSBAND, THE PROFESSOR, LATE HOME, 
IS DRUNK OR ABSENT-MINDED UNTIL HE PINCH- 
ES HER CHEEK AND SAYS: “WELL, DEAR, YOUR 
FACE SEEMS FAMILIAR. WHERE HAVE WE 


MET BEFORE?” 
Fliegende Blaetter (Munich). 


Poor FisH—We often wonder how 
a fish must feel when, quite against 
its wish, ’tis hooked away down in 
its throat and gaffed to boot when it 
nears the boat. Indeed, this is no 
idle chaff. We wonder how it stands 
the gaff. We say “Poor fish!” with 
scornful laugh—but anglers, too, 
must stand the gaff. It takes a man 
of nerve, we’ll say, to bake out in a 
boat all day. When it’s one hundred 
in the shade and old Dame Nature 
shrinks, dismayed—when even the 
cricket on his beat is suffering with 
the prickly heat—it takes a lot of 
nerve, quoth we, out in an open boat 
to be, like mariners adrift at sea— 
William F. Kirk in Outers’ Rec- 
reation. 
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Humor 











TEXAS CALM—The inquisitive sub- 
scriber of Wharton inquires if we 
are awake to the Japanese peril. We 
are. We are moving heaven and 
earth to save Texas, but are about to 
despair. They have slipped up on us 
and crowded into the State until there 
are now enough of them to average 
one to every 500 square miles, and 
they have grabbed all of our land ex- 
cept 175,000,000 acres. — Houston 
Post. 


COAL SHOVEL OR HARP—Crimson- 
beak—What do you think will be the 
music of the future? 

Yeast—It depends altogether on 
where you’re going to spend it.— 
Yonkers Statesman. 


UNHAPPY FINALE—“Did the play 
have a happy ending?” 

“Naw, my wife left her new opera 
glasses in the theater.”—Lowisville 
Courier-Journal. 


FAMILY PRIDE—“Mrs. De Graw 
makes me feel so small when she be- 
gins to talk about her ancestors. And 
we have no ancestors.” 

“Never mind, dear. Come back at 
her with the pedigree of your dog.”- 
Boston Transcript. 


THE POWER OF CUSTOM—‘“You 
gave up trying to regulate bathing 
costumes ?” 

“Had to,” replied the seaside con- 
stable. “It isn’t reasonable to expect 
a man to arrest his own wife and 
daughters.”—Washington Star. 


HOME-TOWN GossiPp—A doctor has 
operated on a lad’s head to make him 
a better boy. A good many of us 
have a distinct recollection that our 
fathers operated in a different place 
to make us better boys. — Hardy 
(Ga.) Herald. 
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Not That Kind of a Bird 

















Countrywoman 


WHERE CAN I GET A TICKET TO CHICHESTER? 


Porter—THROUGH THAT PIGEON HOLE, 


Countrywoman—NoOT ME! 








CONSIDERATE — The Judge — Five 
years’ imprisonment. 
The Prisoner (to friend in the gal- 


lery)—Go in an’ tell the missis I 
shan’t be ’ome to supper, Bill.— 
Pearson's Weekly (London). 


EXCEEDING HIS AUTHORITY —A 
clothing manufacturer in New York 
City had the happy faculty of letting 
his employees know at all times that 
he was “boss.” 

One day one of his employees re- 
marked: “It looks as though we're 
going to have rain to-day!” 

To which the employer replied: 
“We're going to have rain? Since 
when are you a member of the firm?” 
—Forbes Magazine. 


INSIDIOUS REVENGE— “What did 
you do with that man you caught 
dealing from the bottom of the 
deck?” 

“We paid his transportation to 
Gravel Forks. That crowd over there 
is so crooked that they need comin’ 
up with.”—Washington Star. 


READY WITH ADVICE—“What sort 
of fellow is Gadspur to take on a 
camping trip?” 

“He seems to know more about the 
way to fry bacon, scramble eggs and 
make coffee and does less of it than 
any other man I ever knew.”—Bir- 
mingham Age-Herald. 


I AIN’T NO PIGEON!—London Mail. 


Just A LITTLE—“I want a shave,” 
said the determined looking man, as 
he climbed into the barber’s chair. 
“I don’t want a hair-cut nor a 
shampoo. Neither do I want any bay 
rum, witch hazel, hair tonic, hot 
towels or face massage. I don’t want 
the manicure lady to hold my hand, 
nor the bootblack to fondle my feet. 
I just want a plain shave with no 
trimmings. Do you’ understand 
that?” 

“Yes sir,” said the barber. “Will 
you have some lather on your face, 
sir?”—New York Sun. 











Coup A Hat BE THAT OLD—They 
met in a department store. 

“Why, how do you do?” asked Mrs. 
Styles. 

“Very well; and you?” said Mrs. 
Myles. 

“Fine. I haven’t seen you in a long 
time.” 

“No, it 
years.” 

“All of that. Really, I wouldn't 
have known you if it wasn’t for your 
hat.” 

Of course, it will be understood 
why they don’t speak now.—Yonkers 
Statesman. 


must be six or seven 


TIMES WILL CHANGE—If in some 
strange and mystic way we could have 
been projected twenty-five years ago 
into a roomful of girls dressed as they 
do it now, we are convinced that we 
should have taken one hasty but com- 
prehensive glance around, concluded 
that by some unfortunate accident we 
had got into the wrong pew, as it 
were, and made a hasty and terrified 
exit.—Ohio State Journal. 


UsEs OF CREDULITY—“Do you think 
we ought to be expected to believe 
what cannot be explained to us?” 

“Of course,” replied Miss Cavenne: 
“otherwise, of what possible use 
would a ouija board be?”—Washing- 
ton Star. 


The Pride of the Meticulous Housewife 

















Mrs. K. (to her husband who was hit on the head by a bottle in his last quarrel)— 
LOOK HERE, YOU SIMPLY MUST GO TO A DOCTOR AND GET THOSE PIECES OF GLASS TAKEN 
OUT OF YOUR HEAD. YOU ARE TEARING MY PILLOW-CASES TO PIECES.—Kasper (Stockholm). 
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THAT MAY ACCOUNT FOR 
“Now they say the Borgias never 
really served their guests poison.” 

“Then why their reputation?” 
“Oh, they may have had some bad 
luck with bootleg liquor.”—Louisville 
Courier-Journal. 





THE HootcH Dip It—The Rogers 
Democrat tells of a citizen who had 
imbibed too freely and left his team 
in the road to look for “more.” He 
finally stumbled back, only to find 
that someone had unhitched the 
horses and driven them away. 

“Ezra Perkins,” he said to himself 
sadly, passing a hand over his brow, 
“if you’re Ezra Perkins, you’ve lost a 
pair of durn good horses. But,” 
brightening, “if you ain’t Ezra 
Perkins, you’ve found a durn good 
wagon.”—Altlanta Constitution. 





SIMPLE RECIPE—“Yes, I make a 
very fair cocktail, people say.” 

“What do you put in it?” 

“Whatever I can get.”—Louisville 
Courier-Journal. 


REFRESHMENTS PROVIDED — “‘How 
was the barbecue?” 

“Very enjoyable, I believe.” 

a fa 

“The master of ceremonies pointed 
mysteriously to a nearby thicket and 
forty men were injured in the rush.” 
—Birmingham Age-Herald. 


No Offense Given or Received 























“TELL ME, FARMER, WILL IT BE AN OFFENSE IF I CATCH FISH IN THIS POOL?” 
“No. 


IT WILL BE A MIRACLE. 








No RESTRAINT—“The new cook 
says she wants to be treated as one 
of the family.” 

“Good. Then we can tell her what 
we think of her.”—Louisville Courier- 
Journal. 


TIME—Mrs. B (hearing a clash 
and jangle from the kitchen )—Good- 
ness! What was that noise? 

Mrs. D—O, that’s Mary. Promptly 
at 8 she stops work and then she 
drops everything.—Boston Globe. 


They Take Few Risks In Scotland 























insurance Agent 
YOUR BURIAL EXPENSES? 


BUT YOU SURELY AGREE TO TAKING OUT AN INSURANCE POLICY TO COVER 


Wily Scot—Na, NA, MON; I MICHT BE LOST AT SEA!—The Passing Show. 
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Klods Hans (Copenhagen). 


A BLESSING IN DISGUISE— Mr. 
Headley rubbed his hands gleefully. 
“Mr. Heape!” he called. 

Mr. Heape, his assistant, came in 
from the next room. 

“Heape,” cried old Headley, “that 
fool of an office boy of ours has fallen 
in love with my pretty secretary.” 

“I’m sorry, sir; what shall I do? 
Fire the boy?” 

“Fire the boy!” yelled Headley, 
“Never! I hope he remains true to 
her. For the first time since he’s 
been here he’s always handy when we 
want him.” — Pittsburgh Chronicle 
Telegraph. 

HE HAD THE MANNER—“You dis- 
charged your office boy?” 

“Yes,” said Dr. Dubwaite. “He 
never did anything but stand around 
and look wise.” 

“IT guess you’ve seen the last of 
him.” 

“T don’t know about that. He may 
turn up here some day as an efficiency 
expert.”—Birmingham Age-Herald. 


THE Cook—‘“Can you refer me to 
anyone for whom you have worked 
before?” 

“Well, mum, I cooked for you a 
couple of days last winter.”—Louis- 
ville Courier-Journal. 


EMBARRASSING THE Boss—‘‘Have 
you any employees who really take 
an interest in your business?” 

“One,” said Mr. Dubwaite. 

“He’s in a responsible position, I 
presume ?’” 

“No, he’s my office boy. That 
youngster is so smart and industri- 
cus I feel like apologizing to him 
every time he catches me with my 
feet propped up on my desk and 
nothing on my mind but a game cf 
golf.”—-Birmingham Age-Herald. 














Now It’s THE OTHER Way—“Ah, 
for them happy days,” sighed the 
Kicker. 

“As to which, then?” inquired the 
Optimist. 

“Them happy days when a fellah 
used to save the change out of a 
nickel until he got a dollar.”—Rich- 
mond Times-Dispatch. 


THEORETICAL ECONOMIST — “Did 
you ever save any money?” asked 
Meandering Mike. 

“Often,” replied Plodding Pete. 
“Every time I stole a ride on a 


freight train I saved a whole lot of 
fare.”’—Washington Star. 


A Hint for Late Swimmers 








INFLATION —Premier Wirth, of 
Germany, announces a plan to collect 
80,000,000,000 of paper marks a year. 
Must have bought an extra printing- 
press.—St. Louis Star. 


PRESUMPTION—Bob—I hear that 
Lulu promised you last night that 
she’d be a sister to you. 

Sam (gloomily )—Yes, she did. 

“Well, now, old man, that makes 
you a brother of mine. Loan me 
10 bucks on account of the kinship.” 
—Bosten Globe. 





KEEPS THE BEST ONE—The man 
who never lends money never has 
many friends. Also, he does~’t need 
them.—Kansas City Star. 


QuUERY—The United States Treas- 
ury now holds about 10,000 tons of 
gold. Very well, but what has the 
Treasury in its coal bin?—Minne- 
apolis Journal. 
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FOR THE CONVENIENCE OF BATHERS—A NEAT APPLIANCE FOR POURING OIL ON TROUBLED 


WATERS.—The Bystander (Londou). 


24 








Asking Too Much of Him 














“WHAT? YOU WANT ME TO SWEEP THE 
STREETS AND GET DUST IN MY THROAT? HAVE 
YOU NO IDEA OF THE PRINCIPLES OF HY- 
GIENE?”~-Fliegende Blaetter (Munich). 
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THE HUMAN INSTINCT — “You're 
on a diet, I understand. Then why 
the haste to get into the dining- 
rcom?” 

“I just want to show these people 
here that I’m just as much entitled 
to a seat at the first table as they 
are.” —Louisville Courier-Journal. 


AFTER THE MOvigEs—The practice 
of carrying a hungry man’s dinner 
home from the delicatessen shop has 
broken up more homes than wine, 
women and song.—Philadelphia Pub- 
lic Ledger. 


ONE THING NEEDED—No matter 
what the packers say, beef never will 
be “down” until the butcher throws 
in a soupbone.—Portland Oregonian. 


STILL HERE—“Sandwiches,” under 
the name “offula,” were known to the 
ancient Romans, according to the 
man who knows everything. And 
the man who knows merely a thing 
or two answers that some of the 
offula are evidently still in circula- 
tion.—Chicago Daily News. 


EVEN POWDER AND SHOT COST 
LESS—“The good old Pilgrim fathers 
lived under hard conditions.” 

“In some respects. But think of 
how much cheaper they could get 
their turkeys.”—Washington Star. 


THE MATERIALIST—“What would 
you suggest for our literary club to 
read?” asked Mrs. Flubdub. 

“A good cook-book,” responded her 
brutal husband.—Kansas City 
Journal. 


























DIAGNOSIS—When you feel all 
shaken up, it is probably flivver com- 
plaint.—Toledo News-Bee. 


HE LIKED THE RIDE—A tall, dis- 
tinguished looking man walked up to 
a public chauffeur in Washington the 
other day. 

“T want a ride,” 
himself. 

“Any particular place?” asked the 
chauffeur, stepping on the gas. 

“You might make it the sneedway 
along the Potomac River,” replied the 
patron. “I just want to ride.” 

Around and around the oval speed- 
way the motor car went. Finally, on 
the thirty-fourth tour, it became too 
much for the driver. 

“Say,” he said to the man, “isn’t 
there any place else you might like to 
visit? It’s none of my business, but 
I’m getting tired of this.” 

“Oh, you might try Anacostia,” 
languidly replied the man. 

When the motor got in front of St. 
Elizabeth’s hospital, the government 
insane asylum, the man signaled the 
chauffeur. 

“This is where I live,” he said, 
calmly dismounting and proceeding 
up to the hospital. 

Now the chauffeur is wondering 
how to get paid the $64 bill run up 
on him by the nonchalant inmate.— 
Cleveland Plain Dealer. 


he stated, seating 


’ 


Not So SuRE Now—“Do you know 
how to run a motor car?” 

“Why, I thought I did until I had 
a short conversation with a cop yes- 
terday.”—New Haven Register. 


No Pride of Authorship Here 
Paw, 
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Editor 
ISN’T SO BAD, BUT YOUR NAME ISN’T KNOWN TO 
THE PUBLIC, 














YOUR ARTICLE, AT FIRST GLANCE, 


Author—OH, THAT’S ALL RIGHT. You 
CAN SIGN IT NAPOLEON OR KIPLING. 
Le Rire (Paris). 





Not (So To Speak) An Intellectual 
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“’E DON’T NEVER STOP TO THINK, MRS. PIPSQUEAK; 
AND SAWED ’ISSELF OFF.”—T he 


THE OTHER DAY, 








TALENT UNAPPRICIATED— 
Her Husband—I don’t like the way 
ycu kiss that leading man in nearly 
every scene. 


Movie Queen — That’s 
Why, the director says that 
best thing I do.—Film Fun. 


strange. 
is the 


THE CALL OF THE WIFE—The time 
was Saturday, 5:30 p. m., the place, a 
local movie house; the girl, a large, 
robust middle-aged woman. 

Rushing up to one of the ushers in 
the foyer she excitedly cried: “Say 
boy, I left my husband in here while 
I went shopping. Our car leaves in 
five minutes and he ain’t out here. 
Don’t want to buy a ticket, how can 
I get him?” 

“We aren’t allowed to page any 
one,” replied the usher, “but if you 
describe him perhaps I can find him.” 

The woman apparently did not 
hear a word he said. 

“Do you care if I whistle for him?” 
she asked. 


to 
ao 


’E WAS SAWING A BRANCH OFF A TREE 


Tatler (London). 


Thinking she was only joking he 
said, “Go to it.” 

Immediately a shrill and weird 
whistle startled the quiet audience. 

A meek little man sitting well 
toward the front, jumped as though 
shot, bolted up the aisle, appeared in 
the foyer and meekly ran in the wake 
of the robust woman who was rapidly 
making tracks for the interurban sta- 
tion.—/ndianapolis News. 


SCIENTIFIC QUERY—When we read 
about monkey stars getting salaries 
of $1,000 a week in the movies we 
wonder whether evolution is what it 
has been cracked up to be.—Los 
Angeles Times. 


ANIMAL SUPERIORITY — “Did you 
ever see a movie star without some 
kind of silly affectation? | ae 

“Only one.” 

“Man, woman or child?” 

“Neither. A dog.”—Birmingham 
Age-Herald. 


REELED OFF— “What became of 
that screen actor who used to board 
here?” 

“He did a movie act in the night 


without paying his bill!”—Film Fun. 
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NEW MOVES IN 











THE MOVIES 





Movie Trade-marks to Date 


By Myron M. STEARNS 


Movie Palace you come to you 

will find flickering smoothly 
upon the screen a masterpiece labeled 
“A Paramount Picture.” Or maybe 
“A First National Attraction.” Or 
perhaps travelling under some other 
equally noble name— Goldwyn — 
Robertson-Cole—or Metro, or Uni- 
versal, or Vitagraph, or Hodkinson, 
or United Artists, or Associated Pro- 
ducers, or Associated Exhibitors, or 
Pathe, or Realart. 

Those are the trade names, trade- 
marks, new or old, that have been 
built up by motion-picture concerns 
desirous of establishing such a rep- 
utation of excellence for their wares 
that you and I will want to see what- 
ever they produce. 

To the American known as a Movie 
Fan these signs are _ intelligible 
enough. Your dyed-in-the-wool Fan 
can tell offhand what Movie Stars 
are working for whom and which are 
not—just as any true baseball fol- 
lower knows right now how many 
home runs the Babe has clouted out 
so far this season. 

But the rest of us are more ig- 
norant. “A Paramount Picture” we 
have seen a good many times; pos- 
sibly often enough on films that we 
liked to associate the name dimly 
with better grade photoplays. Pos- 
sibly so with some of the illustrious 
others. Or, we may have associated 
some name—Paramount or any other 
—with a film that bored us beyond 
expression, and so have mentally 
black-listed it. 

Just how much has really been ac- 
complished, up to date, in this build- 
ing up of trade names in moviedom? 
How much can we tell, from the 


T you step lightly into the first 


name of the concern producing or 
distributing the picture, about what 
sort of a film we will find? 

The first appalling thing that we 
discover is the movie mortality rate. 
Picture concerns grow more rapidly 


and die sooner than human beings. 
Although vital statistics on the Hog 
or Pork are not on my desk at the 
moment, I feel that there is a close 
parallel between the years of the 
great motion picture and the bacon 
industries. A movie concern lives, on 
the average, only about as long as a 
robust Poland China, and _ dies, 
usually, almost as suddenly. So that 
the movie encyclopedia is full of 
names that are dead and gone—or 
at least buried: Bison—Edison—tTri- 
angle. However, the birth rate is 
also phenomenal. 

Today there are several concerns 
that are trying to build on a some- 
what more permanent basis, although 
even yet the immediate dollar, that 
so frequently is fed at the expense of 
ultimate prosperity, does a tremend- 
ous business. “Make your money 
now” has been the movie motto for so 
long that it’s a hard thing to shake 
it off. 

Goldwyn, for instance. What does 
Goldwyn mean, on a picture? 

Probably more of idealism, on the 





Pictures Worth Watching: 


THE MIDNIGHT BELL 
Charles Ray tries comedy-melodrama of 
bank robbers under a haunted church; 
defective, yet not ineffective. 

MOTHER O° MINE 
Melodrama that falls short of drama by 
only narrow margin; story of a mother’s 
devotion marred by movie tricks. 

THE OLD NEST 
A rather depressing but very convincing 
portrayal of every-day family life and 
people. 

CARNIVAL 
A new version of the Othello-story, made 
in England, with many scenes of beauty 
taken in Venice. 

THE CONQUERING POWER 
Heavy drama that proves Rex Ingram, 
who made “The Four Horsemen,” is no 
mere accident. 

EXPERIENCE 
Old-type morality play, modernized, of 
Youth who comes to the city and gets 
wise before the censors get busy. 

THE GOLEM 
A weird, foreign-made story of a clay 
image that came to life to help the Jews, 
hundreds of years ago. 

A YANKEE IN KING ARTHUR'S COURT 
A satire on King Arthur's time that de- 
a a long life on account of its «xcel- 
ence. 











whole, than can be located under any 
other firm name of the industry, just 
at present. But also, alas! probably 
less of practicality. The Goldwyn 
Brand is building for the future, but 
has developed, apparently, a distress- 
ing habit of running into a hole in 
the present. From the very first, 
when after a tremendous advertising 
campaign the preliminary Goldwyn 
releases appeared, good alternated 
with very poor. “Baby Mine,” a 
clever farce, and “Polly of the Cir- 
cus,” with good points—and on the 
other hand “Fighting Odds”—so bad 
it was funny. Latterly pictures like 
Will Rogers’ best, or “Earthbound” 
have sandwiched in between pictures 
that were just plain tiresome, like 
“The Concert.” So that when we go 
to see a Goldwyn picture we can only 
tell that it will probably be slightly 
highbrow and technically smooth 
enough; it may prove wearying, and 
it may be a knockout. 

Paramount proudly believes that it 
leads ’em all, and bases that belief on 
a world of evidence. Many of its 
films rank among the best at present 
produced, and although the product 
is in some ways a machine-made one, 
rather than truly “created” (the pic- 
tures are almost without exception 
technically good, but in far too many 
cases lacking in real effectiveness or 
originality) we can be pretty sure 
that we are going to get something 
easy to look at. 

First National, a distributing or- 
ganization, puts out the pictures of 
many producers. Here we find far 
more of individuality, and of variety 
—many of the best releases of the 
season, interspersed with almost as 
many that are at least decidedly in- 
different. But when Paramount 
seems merely to be holding its own 
as a leading manufacturer of excel- 
lent goods, First National is doing 
more than a bit to encourage new de- 

(Continued on page 32). 
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Movie Stars that Twinkle for Gold 
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(Top panel)—MAnDGE BELLAMY, WHO, IN THE “CUP OF LIFE,” OFFERS SOME 
= COMPENSATION FOR OUR LOSS OF THE CUP THAT CHEERED. 
: oe (Bottom)—-OWEN MOoRE LISTENING IN ON HURRICANE HUTCH’S PEREMPTORY 
— COMMAND TO “FALL IN!” 





Coins that Tinkle 






CORINNE 
GRIFFITH WHO, 


FIGU R A- 
TIVELY SPEAK- 
ING, HAS BET- 
TER CURVES 
THAN THOSE 
WHICH PUZZLE 
THe BiG 
LEAGUE BAT- 
TERS. 
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NOTHING CAN STOP SOME LETTER 
WRITERS—“Dear Alcalde Boyd: I am 
killing myself because I find it con- 
venient. I will be at your service in 
the next world always. Affection- 
ately, L. C. Herrera.” This was one 
of two letters left by Lino Clemente 
Herrera, WHO WAS BURIED YESTERDAY, 
BEFORE HE ENDED HIS LIFE with a bul- 
let through his brain.”—Panama (R. 
of P.) Star and Herald. (C. A. 
Courchesne. ) 


ISAAC WALTON’S KirK—“An archi- 
tect from the firm of Chappell & 
Hunter, Charlottetown, was in the 
city last week and pronounced him- 
self as well pleased with the progress 
which is being made on the new 
Jubilee Methodist church. A large 
part of the FISHING MATERIAL for the 
interior of the building is expected 
from Amherst this week.”—Sydney 
(Nova Scotia) Post. (O. A. Schwirk- 
ert.) 


His CONCEALED WEAPON—“Yester- 
day morning my girl was going down 
the main street and Farden spoke to 
her. She did not answer him. I re- 
monstrated with Mr. Farden, and 
without any warning, Farden HIT 
ME WITH A TELEGRAPH POLE 
that he had CONCEALED IN HIS 
FIST.”—Arizona Daily Star. 
(J. S. G. Adams.) 


MUDDLED MEDICAMENTS — 
“Oceans are reserve treasure 
chests, teeming with untapped 
stores of chemicals, fertilizers 
and MEDICANTS.” — Herbert 
Kaufman in McClure’s. 
(Amos Barton.) 


SENTIMENTAL EXPLOSION— 
“The moment she sees Cland- 
rain SHE BURSTS WITH JOY at 
the surprise of the meeting, 
and holds out both hands to 
him.”—San Francisco Exam- 
iner. (Florence P. Cordes.) 





taking his watch and chain and all 
the HONEY in his safe.”—San Fran- 
cisco Chronicle. (Peter Smatlik.) 


EPIGLOTTIS EXITs—“Else Alder, 
prima donna of ‘June Love,’ has com- 
pletely recovered from the recent op- 
eration which TOOK HER THROAT OUT 
OF THE KNICKERBOCKER THEATRE 
and is now back in the cast, singing 
away for dear life.”—The Sun. (A. 
L. Zelvin.) 


STRANGELY CONSTRUCTED—“Car- 
pentier’s physique is a thing of 
beauty, even if ne gets no nearer the 
title than Jersey City. His FORE- 
ARMS are disappointing. THEY HANG 
FROM THE SHOULDERS slightly round- 
ed, but formidable with striking 
power.”—Evening World. (Austin 
H. Phelps.) 


BACK FROM THE GALLOWS—‘Mrs. 
Elbert B. Wade, WHO WAS HANGED 
May 20 for the murder of George B. 
Nott, WAS IN CONFERENCE with 
State’s Attorney Homer S. Cum- 
mings to-day, and later it was re- 
ported that she might be called as a 
witness.”—Torrington (Conn.) Reg- 
ister. (Miss Nancy R. Cimmino.) 


The ‘‘Inmates’’ Must Be Darned Little 








PITY THE POOR PENSIONER—“An- 
other pension bill introduced in the 
house was that of Representative 
Ricketts, Republican, Ohio, providing 
from $6 to $14 a week for persons 
over 65 years of age who have in- 
comes not exceeding TEN THOUSAND 
DOLLARS A WEEK and who are at- 
tempting to earn a living if phys- 
ically able to do _ so.”—Lewiston 
(Mont.) Democrat. (Clinton B., 
Leap.) 


DEMPSEY’S BusSY SATURDAY—“‘SAT- 
URDAY Dempsey will spar six or eight 
rounds EVERY AFTERNOON at Airport, 
and Kearns will gradually improve 
the class of his opposition.”—New 
Orleans States. (R. J. Jordan.) 


SHOOFLY—“Nightengale, perceiv- 
ing the attempted getaway, shouted 
to Thompson to halt, and on the lat- 
ter’s failing to obey FIRED THREE 
SHOES OVER HIS HEAD.”—Oakland 
(Cal.) Inquirer. (Irene Marshall.) 


PERHAPS HE WoRE TURN-DOWN 
SPATS, Too—Late cone evening, just 
before closing time, my patience was 
rewarded. A tall, elderly gentleman 
in SILK COAT and FROCK HAT walked 
in, and I guessed even before 
he addressed the clerk behind 
the counter that he was the 
man I was looking for.”— 
Detective Story Magazine. 
(A. R. Saunders.) 


BIRDS AND FISH—“The girls 
went on to Walker’s Creek 
where a few NESTED while the 
guardian and other girls were 
guests at the Fish Hatchery.” 
—Westwood (Cal.) Sugar 
Pine. (Mrs. W. W. Hampton.) 


CITIZENS OF ANOTHER 
SPHERE—“Mr. Porch pleaded 
for commutation of sentence 
for both Zelenka and Bir- 
biglia, that they may have a 








StuNG—“Lee Martin, watch 
repairer, 1007 Broadway, 


had been attacked and robbed 


INMATES. 


“LEEDS, ENGLAND, PRIDES ITSELF ON ITS CIVIC CONSCIOUS- 

NESS OF THE IMPORTANCE OF INFANT WELFARE, AND THE AN- 
Oakland, reported to the Oak-  xvat ‘Basy WEEK’ IS ITS CHIEF FUNCTION. 
land police yesterday that he cares For ITS BABIES CAN BE SEEN IN THIS PHOTOGRAPH. 
THE PHOTO SHOWS A NURSE SUNBATHING TWO OF THE LITTLE 
THIS IS AN IMPORTANT PART OF THE CURATIVE 


by two men, who fled after  rrearment.”—-Greenville (S. C.) News. 
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How LEEDS 


chance to grow to manhood, 
repent, and become good cit- 
izens WHEN THEY HAVE SERVED 
THEIR LIFE TERM in the peni- 
tentiary."—New Orleans 
States. (M. B. Rhoads, Jr.) 
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The Elopement 
By BARBARA BARSTOW 


[This little story was written by a 
twelve-year-oid Massachusetts girl when 
she was eleven and two-thirds (last year), 
and only because it will amuse you by its 
quaintness is it printed here. But we don’t 
want any more amateur stories by anyone 

young or old.—EDITOR.] 

the 


ES, that was all, for in 

) silence he walked fast. His 
name was Wallace Cone and 

he was twenty years old. All his life 
he spent very dreary hours working 
in Monroe & Co. as that was a cloth- 
ing establishment. He to-day had 
waited on a young lady who wanted 
to buy a fur. As he gazed at her, 
he fell in love with her. She stood 
there, beautiful, sweet and handsome. 

Now he walked fast, thinking of 
the girl. Soon he opened a door about 
an inch wide for this was his house. 
He hated it—hated everything for a 
moment. Everything he lost sight 
of—-he thought of nothing but the 
girl, that beautiful girl. His heart 
beat fast, but suddenly slowed now 
anc then. Would she never come 
back again? Would he never see her 
again? 

He sat down at the table but ate 
nothing. He was thinking, yes, 
thinking. He went and crawled in 
bed and fell asleep. 

In the morning he got up and 
dressed quickly. He hurried down to 
the office and then went to the coun- 
ter. He waited for someone. Pretty 
scon he saw his beloved. He rushed 
to the door and opened it, and said 
politely, 

“How do you do, is there anything 
you would like?” 

She looked at him curious, then 
said, 

“Yes, a pink rosebud blanket.” 

“Oh,” he said with dis- 


may, “I thought yeu 
wanted an engagement 
ring. We have splendid 


rings,” he said bashfully, 
“I can give you one for 
nothing.” 

She looked at him, then 
said, 

“T'd 
blanket.” 

He said, 

“May I be able to walk 
with you to the fountain 
of paranades?” ; 

“Yes, I would like to,” 
she said. “My name is 
Dolly Monroe and I live 
on 39th Street, and the 
house has a_ telephone. 
You may call me up if 
you like.” 

“Oh, yes, I will be sure 
to call you up,” and he 
gave her the blanket and 


rather have a 
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Drawn by JAMES HAMMON. 
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said good-bye. He put on his hat 
and coat and went home and went 
to bed. 

In the morning he woke up saying, 
“Dolly Monroe, Dolly Monroe.” He 
called up 39th Street and said, 

“Is Dolly there?” 

Dolly came to the phone and said, 

“Hello, who is this?” 

He said, 

“Wallace Cone speaking. 

“Oh,” she said rather disappointed, 
“IT thought this was Jane Grey.” 

He said, 

“May I come over this afternoon 
and discuss the engagement ring, as 
we have a $90 one which the manager 
wants to give away.” He smacked 
his lips and said more politely than 
ever, “Good-bye” and hung up the re- 
ceiver and waited on other people. 

He went to her house and said, 

“May I come in?” 
She said, “Yes.” 


’” 
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WHO LEFT THAT TODDLE-TOP IN MY GRUB PILE? 


He took a comfortable chair, and 
took her hand and said, 

“IT love you. Will you elope with 
me this evening?” 

She said, “yes,” and he took her 
in his arms and kissed her. He 
murmured, “Sweetheart.” 

That night he tock a lot of clothes 
and went to her house and knocked 
at the door like this, pit-pitty-p-pat. 
It sounded like the gritting of some- 
one’s teeth. 

Dolly opened the door and made a 
courtesy on her tiptoes rather bash 
fully, and said, 

“Come right in and take a seat.” 

A funny expression drew over her 
face, while he said, 

“I—I thought you were all ready.” 

She smiled and said, 

“Yes,” rather solemnly, “I 
ready for the future.” 

He took her arm, and in the other 
hand the baggage, down to the broad 
lake. The river was 
splashing fiercely, while 
the water was a tide. The 
clear moon-light night 
seemed to Wallace like 
angel heavens. His arm 
suddenly went around her 
and he looked into her 
sweet face. It seemed to 
him that in all his life 
he had never seen anyone 
so beautiful. It was very 
exciting too. He whisp- 
ered to her, “‘Do you love 
me?” He knew she did 
without her answering. 
He kissed her, and she 
and he fell asleep in each 
other’s arms, and there I 
will end my stor;. 


ani 


[FooTNoTE: We know lots 
of grown-up writers who are 
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just as funny, without intend- 
ing to be so, as the girl who 
wrote this story.—Eb.] 
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“Do YOU THINK MARGIE’S GOWN WAS ORIG- 
INAL?” 
“ALMOST ABORIGINAL.” 
Harvard Lampoon. 


Doings 
Spic—My fiancée insists that I 
obtain her a large bouquet for the 
dance to-night. Is it being done? 
Span—No, you are. 
—Princeton Tiger. 


Home-spun Proverbs 

A rolling stone wins many a bone. 

: An apple a day costs money. 

He who laughs first sees the point. 

A bird in a bush can’t be very large. 

A stitch in time saves thread. 

Birds of a feather are nearly nude. 
—Lehigh Burr. 


Engaged 

They were alone. 

Standing there face to face. 

“I want you 
truly,” he said. 

“Will you always 
be kind to me?” 
she asked. 

“Always.” 

“And you will 
never get  pro- 
voked with me?” 

“Never.” 

“And may I al- 
ways have my 
own way?” 


“Surely.” \ 


“All right, then 
I will take the job 
of cook.” — Wis- 
consin Octopus. 


GEO. V. HELLER 








At His Word 
The gang—yYou don’t care who 
pays the bill, do you? 
Proprietor—Nope, it makes no dif- 
ference to me. 
The gang (in chorus)—Then you 
pay it!—Oregon Lemon Punch. 


Misery Loves Company 
A man never notices a girl until 
l.e thinks someone else wants her and 
then the law of demand begins to 
operate.—Ohio Sun Dial. 


No Color on the Palette 
“I want a loaf of bread.” 
“White or graham?” 
“It doesn’t matter, this is for a 
blind lady.”—Colgate Banter. 


Definition 
Olive—What’s an optimist? 
Eleanor—A guy who cuts a dance 

with a Prof’s daughter and then ex- 
pects to pass the course.—Brown Jug. 


Advised 

“I want some advice on a love 
affair of mine.” 

“Well, shoot.” 

“Some time ago I became infatu- 
ated with a beautiful girl and asked 
her to marry me, but last night she 
confessed that she had a wooden leg. 
What would you do?” 

“T’d break it off.” 

—Chicago Phoenix. 





A TRAVELING SALESMAN, 
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Two Is a Crowd 
Bill—I certainly did wrong when 
I told my girl that I admired her 
chin. 
Sill—How’s that? 
“She started raising another one.” 
Michigan Gargoyle. 


























Palesteena—THE MORE UNDRESSED A GIRL 
IS, THE BETTER HER PARTNER CAN SHIMMY. 

Marimba—YeEs. THE BARE IDEA MAKES 
HIM SHUDDER.—Williams’ Purple Cow. 


Retort Courteous 
“What would you do if you were 
in my shoes.” 
“Get ‘em shined. That’s what I’d 
do.”—Pitt Panther. 


Last Chance 
Peddler — You 
had better buy 
this relic now sir 
as you’ll never be 
able to get the 
like of it again. 
Tourist — Wty 
my friend Brown 
got one just like 
that over here be- 
fore the war. 
“Oh, yes, sir; 
but the Huns went 
and destroyed the 
factory.” — Will- 


—Columbia Jester. iams Purple Cow. 
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Little Girl—Oun, AUNTIE! MOTHER AND I 
SAW TH’ SAME SHOW AT TH’ CASINO CALLED 
“ASBESTOS”! 


Big Business 

Excited Woman (over the tele- 
phone)—There’s been a murder and 
a scandal in my home; but I can 
prove an alibi. I want to retain you 
as my lawyer. It ought to be a very 
simple matter; I was in another city 
when it happened. 

Lawyer—A simple matter! Good 
Lord, no! Why before the news- 
papers get through, you'll need the 
best legal talent in the country to 
handle your film rights, vaudeville 
contracts, and all that. 


The Very Person 
Writer of Risqué Stories—I can’t 
seem to collect my thoughts to-day. 
Cynical Friend—Why don’t you 
get in touch with the garbage man? 


Purgatory 
Rub—The telephone is the great- 
est invention of the age. 
Dub—The telephone’s no 
tion, it’s a punishment! 


inven- 





Drawu by C. J. Monro. 
HER TURN TO BEAT IT. 





$600 to$5000 
a year profit 








BUTTER-KIS1 


Popcorn Facts 


—entirely different and 
more delicious 
toasty flavor coaxes 
the appetite 
people come blocks 
for it 
‘nourishing food for 
grown-ups and chil- 
dren 
Butter-kist 
Peanuts, too 


Pays 4 Ways 


1—Motion makes peo- 


Toasted 


ple stop and look 


te 


Coaxing fragrance 
makes them buy 
3—Toasty flavor 

brings trade for 

blocks 
4—Stimulates all store 
sales or theatre at- 
tendance 


Reduced Prices 


Easy Terms 


Size Butter-kist Ma- 
chines for every need. 
All sold at new low 
prices and on easy 
terms. 


Bigger profits 
than ever 


Even when butter was 
70¢ and corn 18c, But- 
ter-kist made 60°, 
profit. Think what 
you will make now, 
with butter only 40c 
and corn 8c! 


Jrom waste store 
bea space ! 







—selling popcorn the 
Butter-kist way ! 


“Our Butter-kist Popcorn sales 
last year exceeded $9,500... 


‘mame biggest profit payer in store 
« ;} ... if each square foot of 
at | floor space paid as well, our 
i year’s profit would total almost 


ten million dollars.’’——H. A. Mel- 
drum Co. (Address on request. 
GREAT PROFIT-MAKER 

turns waste store space 

into cash profits 

—helps sell other goods 
—draws new customers 
—makes you big money 
If you run any kind of store or theater, send 
coupon and learn now the Butter-kist way of 
adding $2 to $18 a day to your cash profit. 
$50 to $450 a month. $600 to $5,000 a year. And all from a 
little waste floor space! 
Butter-kist owners say it is a little wonder. For example, one 
city merchant says, “Its motion stops hundreds of people.” 
Another from small town writes: “‘People can’t resist the coaxing 
fragrance of Butter-kist popcorn.” Druggist says, “Its toasty 
flavor brings trade for blocks.’” Department store manager re 
ports, “Increases sales on other goods, too.’’ Confectioner 
writes, “Sales as high as $128 a day.”” Theater owner says, 
“Sales average $33 a day—Saturdays nearly $50.” Scores of 
such letters positively prove Butter-kist surprising profits. 


BUTTER-KIST 


Popcorn and Peanut Machines 


Think of it! This machine makes, adver 
tises and sells popcorn. Also sells toasted 
peanuts and salted peanuts. Butter-kist 
goodies sell winter and summer. You get 
over 60c net profit from each $1.00 in sales. 
You make three or four times greater per 
cent. of profit than on cigar counter or soda 
fountain. Wonderful success! Approxi 
mately ten million dollars’ profits for owners 
this year. Over two hundred million packages 
will be sold. The Butter-kist Machine oc- 
cupies only a few square feet of floor space. 
Hundreds of letters prove it pays like a 
little gold mine. Jt will make money for you! 


Send coupon 
for FREE Book 


Get free book—‘‘America’s New Indus- 
try.” Also valuable “Location Sur 
vey Chart.” Learn how to turn 
waste space into $600 to $5,000 net 
profit, depending on location. 
We will also send letters from 
nearby Butter -kist Owners. 
New Low Prices and details 
of Easy Way to Pay. Send 
coupon today. 
HOLCOMB & 
HOKE MFG. CO. 
90% Van Buren St., 
INDIANAPOLIS, IND. 
World's largest makers of 
Popcorn Machines and 
Peanut Toaster 





Another Butter-kist 
Money maker 
One operator sold 4,000 
bag: utter-kist 
oast?1Peanutsin 
five days. Runs with 
electricity Motion 
arrests attention. Fra 
grance sells peanuts. 
Send coupon, properly 
checked, for details. 





















Holeomb & Hoke Mfg. Co., 
904 VanBuren St., 
Indianapolis, Ind, 


Please send without obligation, 
Special Low Prices, Easy Terms, 

of Profits and all facts on 
kist Popeorn and Peanut Ma 
America’s New 
Survey 


Provo 
Butter 
chines Also book 
Industry ond Location 
Chart a 
Send details of New Universal Butter- 
kist Peanut Toaster 


Name 
Addres 
City and State 


(Check machine in which you are interested No ob- 
ligation—this information sent free to established busi- 
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Drawn by CHESTER I. GARDE. 


“T’anks Boss, | CERT’'NLY WUZ IN NEED “WELL, THANK HEAVEN HE LEFT THE 
OF A NEW OUTFIT!” CAKE OF SOAP I BROUGHT ALONG! NOW FOR 
4 GOOD LATHER 











a necessity 





West of the 


Mississippi 


35¢c 


Or 

2 5C 
16-Ounce 
Container 





NOWHITE NOWATER is even more than a 
J perfect hand cleaner for the motorist—it will 
remove ink, paint, grease, grime or dirt on which 
ordinary soap has no effect whatever. It is abso- 
lutely harmless and is just what you have been looking 
for to clean white wood work, painted furniture and 
the countless other things about the home that clean 
water will not harm. 


MAGNESIUM PRODUCTS COMPANY, INC. 
27 THAMES STREET, NEW YORK CITY 




















“AND I'm ON MY WAY!” 


| Not Fatal 

Muggins—Did you ever get a 
'shock over the telephone? 

Buggins—I had one only an hour 
|ago. My wife called me up from 
| Atlantic City to tell me not to bother 
|sending her any more money, that 
| she thought she could make what she 
| had last her till she came home. 


Movie Trade-marks to 
Date 


(Continued from page 26) 
partures, to bring cut new producing 
units—which seems to speak well for 
the future, if the great organization 
steams along on an even keel. 

And Metro? Here we step to more 
of a “class” concern, that appeals to 
certain patrons and holds them. 
There is more of a melodramatic 
flavor to the Metro films—but for the 
most part it is exceptionally geod 
melodrama that they present. Pic- 
tures like “The Misleading Lady,” 
“Body and Soul” and many more de- 
served an even greater popularity 
than they ever received. 

Universal? Like Metro, interested 
more in catering to a class than to 
everybedy, but dcing it well. ‘“Pep- 
ular” pictures will always be in de- 
mand, and the Universal fan knows 
more surely, perhaps, what he will 
find than is the case of the follower 
of any other brand. 

But after all we have to come back. 
even yet, to the individual producers 
or names for our real brand-names— 
D. W. Griffith—Charley Chaplin— 
Charles Ray—Maurice Tourneur— 
Mary Pickford—and, yes, yes, Mack 
| Sennett. 
| (Next week: What's Happened to the 

Movies? ) 
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The Ballad of Sweet 
Saccharina 


By A. GROVE Day 
O YE whose heartstrings vibrate | 
to the sweet romance of yore, | 

Hear of sweet Saccharina, the queen 
of the candy store, | 

With eyes of Jordan almonds of deep- 
est amethyst, 

And lips like a big red gumdrop, just 
waiting to be kissed. 

Her cheeks were tinged of cinnamon- 
drops on a beach of minty white; 

Her breath had the cloying fragrance 
of a Honeydew Delight; 

The perfume of fresh fried dough- 
nuts was in her taffy locks, 

And her smile was more than nouga- 
tines, at ninety cents a box. 


’Twas on a summer’s evening, with 
the soda flowing free, 

When Gerald Glucose entered in and 
whispered ardently, 

“O sweetest of confections! 
charina true! 

I want a billion kisses, and I want 
them all from you!” 

He stood there, tall and brave and 
strong as any all-day lollypop, 
And pled with eyes that would melt 
the heart of a stony lemon-drop. 
“Be mine, sweet Saccharina! One | 

word from thy cherried throat, 
And I'll keep you in chocolate bon- | 
bons till Bryan gets the vote!” 


She nodded once; 
his licorice limousine 

To his Kandy Kitchen Kottage of | 
sugary white and green, 

Across a lime-drop lawn with peanut- 
brittle pathways thru, 

With a gay hard-candy garden, and a 
stone bench built for two. 


O Sac- 


he took her off in | 


Thru thick and thin she clung to him | 
as, on a summer’s day, 

Taffy clings as you try to draw your | 
sticky hand away. 

They raised a batch of candy kids, 
and led, as years rolled round, 

One long sweet life of kisses, at sixty 
cents a pound. 


The Vogue 
Gerry Mander—What costume will 
be in vogue this season, dearie? 
Sallie Mander—The Divorce Suit. 


More Truth Than Free Verse 
Hark to one who here assails 

Needless begging and appealing! 
Mendicants with “touching” tales 

Overworked this fellow “feeling”! 


Their Hardship 
Teacher—What hardship did the 
pilgrims have when they came to 
America? 





Small boy—The Mayflower. 
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Drawn by NATE COLLIER. 
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“DIDN’T I TELL YOU NOT TO GO SWIMMING?” 
“YEH, B-BUT TH’ OTHER K-KIDS PUSHED ME IN!” 


“PUSHED YOU IN? 


HOw DOES IT HAPPEN THAT YOUR CLOTHES AREN’T WET?” 


“WHEN THEY SAID THEY WAS GOIN’ TO PUSH ME IN I| TOOK ’EM OFF!” 





The Ruling Passion 
A number of darkeys were un- 
loading a boat with a cargo of anvils 


for which they received two cents for 


each anvil carried ashore. 


Jose—Capt’n, if I carry two anvils | 
| 


at a time how much do I git? 

Capt.—Two cents each, boy. 

Jose started down the plank when it 
broke and he fell into the river with 
the two heavy anvils. When he came to 
the surface he cried: “Captain! if 
you-all don’t throw me a rope I’se 
gwin’ t’drop these here anvils an’ lose 
mah fo’ cents!” 
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This Interesting Free Seok 


shows how you can become a akiite d 
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Quinn c CONSERVATORY. 
Studio JW-29, S50 ‘eo mbia Road Boston, 25, Mass. 








Cuticura Soap 
Complexions 


Are Healthy 


Soap,Ointment,Talcum,25c. everywhere. Arh les 
address, Cuticura Laboratories, Dept. 7, Mal 






















“Convenient to Everywhere” 


RITTENHOUSE 
HOTEL 


22d & Chestnut Sts. 


Philadelphia , Pa. 


Rooms hot and eniq water $2 UP 
Rooms with bath $3.50 UP 
Club Breakfast. 50c up 
Special Luncheon. 90c 


Evening Dinner $1.25 
As well ae service a la carte 





















A Ghost from the Past 
“Why that look of tragic unhappi- 
ness, George?” 
“Oh, Ethel! It seems more than 
I can bear,” gasped George. “I was 
cleaning out my desk and I came 
across this cork-screw.” 


Looking Gloom in the Face 
There are women to whom misery 
is becoming and these insist upon 
looking miserable even in moments 
of exquisite happiness. 











What’s the Constitution Between Cellars? 


By BENJAMIN 


About Liars. 


HOLD this truth to be self-evident 

| that all mankind loves a liar. It 

may be that there are men who 

consider the stock quotation page 

more fascinating than the story of 
how Dr. Cook didn’t reach the Pole. 

If so, they don’t travel in my set. 
I would rather hear Dr. Cook lie 
about how he reached the Pole than 
Peary tell the absolute truth about 
it. Why? Because Dr. Cook is a 
poet, and Peary wasn’t. 

Hence, the poets are the greatest 
benefactors of the human race. They 
lie more beautifully than politicians 
and turn the cash register and the 
Burroughs adder into self-playing 
pianos. If I was a business man 
none but poet-readers should have 
jobs in my establishment. Every 
salesman in order to be a finished 
liar should read Shakespeare, Shelley 
and Victor Hugo. 

This smoodle was caused by the 
intense delight I received from “The 
Modern Book of French Verse” 
(Boni & Liveright). It is a com- 








If you don’t read Film Fun you don’t 
get all the movie news 
The October issue now be- 
ing sold by your newsdealer 
See the pictures of Coming Stars. 
Read what the Present Stars are doing. 
See how they do it on the other side of the world. 


You get everything in Film Fun for 20c. 
At your nearest newsdealer, NOW 


ROMEI KE’S PRESS CLIPPING BUREAU 

We will send you all newspaper clip- 
pings which may appear about you, your friends or any sulsject 
on which you may want to be ‘‘up-to-date."" Every newspaper 
or periodical of importance in the United States and Europe is 
searched. Terms §7.50 for 100 clippings. 


HENRY ROMEIKE 
106-110 Seventh Avenue 














New York 


De CASSERES. 


pilation of all the great French poets 
from before the time Christopher 
Columbus started on his fatal voyage 
of discovery right down to the poets 
who are now lapping up seidels of 
cognac along the Bull Mich. 


Youth and the Wad. 


WOULD rather be young than be 
President. You can’t be both— 
Constitution and Volstead forbid it. 
All of us young blades back in the 
early nineties started out to kick the 
roof off of things. We were rebels. 
Even our noses were red. 

But once red always red, says 
Frances R. Sterrett in her rattling 
story, “These Young Rebels,” pub- 
lished by D. Appleton & Co. It’s the 
color, she says, that never rubs. 
“You may deport us and raid us, 
but we stand by our colors.” Here’s 
a bunch of nephews and nieces of 
Uncle Albert who go in for the deep 
carnation stuff. 

Old Uncle Albert Galusha blows in 
(uncles always blow in). He had 
a Prohibition complex and a puritan 
digestion. He stuck his pickers and 
snatchers into his overalls and offered 
the young rebels one hundred thous- 
and bucks to come and live with him 
and mend their ways. They winked 
at one another and blew Galush- 
award. He got Cousin Susan, pres- 
ident of the Ladies’ Uplift Ku-Klux- 
Klan, to keep them in order. But 
Cousin Susan’s complexes caught fire 
at contact with the young rebels. On 
page 281 she begins to shimmy. 
Uncle Al admitted his $100,000 had 
been socialized out of his pocket. 
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Business Will Boom 


and factories reopen—but more money 
will be needed to enable the wheels of 
industry and commerce to turn at full 
speed. 


THE LEGION OF DOLLAR 
SAVERS 


(a squad in every home) 
offers an opportunity to every man, 
woman and child to invest their sav- 
ings in the future of the United States 
of America. Dollars invested through 
this channel will ultimately promote 
business enterprise and provide em- 
ployment for all. Regular saving of 
a part of your weekly earnings for 
investment in the new 

. 
$1 Treasury Saving Stamps 
automatically enrolls you as a mem- 


ber of the “Legion.” 








lreasury nage ngs Securities in dencminations of 
25c., $1, $5, $2 25, es nd $1,000 are on 
le at Banks an p rst Office 


ie Loan Organization 


Second Federal Reserve District 
120 BROADWAY NEW YORK CITY 











The Karma Sharp. 


\ HEN Luke Sparrow awoke he 

had a brand new karma. All 
earthly desires except one—a swig 
of brandy—had left him. 

Lady Tintagel, who sold karma 
photographs around the corner, 
picked up her ’phone to rag Luke 
about his death the night before. She 
was in the Know and knew how to 
reach Dead Ones. 

A Lonely Man entered Lady Tin- 
tagel’s store. His boots were shiny 
and his ear was carved like a baby 
cauliflower. His self-control was un- 
speakable. A friendly six-shooter 
dangled listlessly in his hand. He 
was immediately reincarnated by 
Lady Tintagel, who took first crack. 

Luke rose lazily. A miniature of 
Fanny of the Follies passed under nis 
heel unnoticed. He was done with 
the world, the flesh and the box score. 
But he did need an eye-opener in 
order to see what his new karma was 
like. (“Returned Empty”; Florence 
L. Barclay; Putnam). He knew he 
had crossed the bar, but why couldn’t 
he see any schooners? 

The Frog had a passion for gazing 
in at windows. If they were open 
all the better. Could he help it if he 
was curious about interior decora- 
tions? The window he looked in was 
Luke’s. Luke was trilling “Flotsam 
and Jetsam,” by Irving Berlin. 

A shot rang out. Lady Tintagel 
had followed the Frog. The shot 
missed and lodged in the beer crock. 

Florence Barclay awoke. It was 
all a dream—like life, liberty and the 
pursuit of Bergdoll. 
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“Be Sure You're Right” 
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Pt CROCKETT used to say: “Be sure you’re 
right, then go ahead.’’ That’s mighty sage 
advice. It’s a wise shopper who takes it to heart. 


Glance through the advertisements and in a few 
minutes you can set yourself right on numerous 
things you either want to buy now or at some 
future date. 


Advertising has stabilized prices. The advertiser 
names his price—the same for all. You can know 
that in paying it, you are getting the same deal as 
the next one. 


‘Be sure you're right.”’ It’s a duty you owe your 
pocketbook. 


Advertising has helped to standardize quality. Only 
the best of wares are spread out for you on these 
printed pages. The men who advertise here are 
making publicly certain claims, on the fulfilment of 
which depends their commercial success. 

“Be sure you're right.” 

Advertisements give you news of the latest and best 
things made, with word as to what they cost and what 
they will do. They put before your eyes the pick of 
the country’s market and the selection of the particu- 
lar kind, shape, size and color that best suits your 
taste and fits your pocketbook. 


Buy with your mind made up. Let the advertise- 
ments guide you away from mistakes. 


** Be - - c e hi ” 
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Read the Advertisements 
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It tells the story of the Collins Coat—something new and 
better in the sweater line. The Collins Coat is tailored to fit 
the body, 100% pure-wool fabric, double-knitted from two fine 
yarns. Made up in four distinctive styles ranging in price 
from $5.25 to $7.50; seven beautiful Heather colors. Send 
for the book which tells the story. 


W. E. TILLOTSON MFG. COMPANY 
334 FOURTH AVENUE, NEW YORK CITY 


MILLS: PITTSFIELD, MASS. 


VERY MAN who worksor plays 


outdoors should have this book 
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